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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Crzvs. 
ARTABAZUS, the Perſian general, 


HarePax, a Median nobleman. 


ARASPES, an officer in high favour with Cyrus. 


ABRADATES, king of Suſa. 
GADATES, an Aſſyrian nobleman, his friend, 
PERSIAN OFFICER, 


ZE.GYPTIAN SLAVE. 


PANTHEA, wife of Alrgdates. I l 


' ARDEMIA, ſiſter of Gadates. 


A band of Perſian flaves always attending Panthea, officers, 
guards, c. | 
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The Captive Bride. 


SCENE I. 
An open plain, with the Perſian camp at a diſtance. 
Enter GADATES, diſguiſed ble a Perſian ſhepherd. 


GADATES, 


LTH what a dauntleſs and majeſtic mien 
"Theſe Perſians tow'r! how diff” rent from the race, 
Pamper'd and ſoft, Aſſyria ſends to war! 
In the ſtern lore of hardy virtue bred, 
To manly ſports and temperance inur'd, 
Well may their fame fill Aſia with alarms | 
And awe her diſtant monarchs. — Oh ! ye pow'rs, 
That watch o'er ſuff ring virtue, ſtill be near 
To guard my footſteps, that, from Syria's camp, 


| Through death and peril, to theſe plains h. have 188 


The fate of two fair captives to explore, 
In a late furious onſet borne away; — 


. A 
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A ſiſter one, and dearer than the life 

That revels in my veins; the other join'd 

In facred union with my boſom friend, 

Suſa's young king, the valiant Abradates. 

By late deſerters from the foe we learn'd 

A chieftain of high note, Araſpes nam'd, 

Had them in charge : — to ſoothe the anxious fears 


Of that fond prince, whom ſcarce three circling moons 


Have view'd a bridegroom, and affuage the grief 
Of that lov'd ſiſter, I theſe dangers brave; 
Reſoly'd, if pow'rful gold can aught avail, 

To ſeize ſome happy moment for their reſcue, 
And bear them back in triumph'to our camp. 


Enter a PERSIAN OF FICER. 


OFFICER, 
Shepherd, thy crook ill ſuits theſe warlike plains ; 
Thy errand lays and whither tend thy ſteps ? ? 


GADATES. 
Canſt thou direct a ſtranger's devious feet 
To where, midſt Perſia's camp, the brave Araſpes 
Guards her triumphant banner ? 


OFFICER. 
Where yon pines, 
Tow'ring and black, their length of ſhade extend, 
His tent is fix'd ; — he guards this weſtern paſs. 
0 | GADATES. 
Thank heav'n ! ſome reſpite to my toils is _ ! 
OFFICER, | 
Thy veſtment, white with duſt, and wary ſtep, 
Shew thou haſt Journey'd many an irkſome league. 
Say, is thy errand of importance, friend ? 


. 


GADATES, 
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oA DATES. , 2 
No buſineſs more important led me Liber = ON y 
Than what regards an aged father's welfare; I 1 


Who, midſt the train of Suſa's captives, ranks 
A feeble, war-worn, veteran. Far, far hence, 
On th' extreme confines of this mighty empire, 
My humble buſineſs i is my flocks to tend. 


' OFFICER, |» 
Thy gentle manners and thy generous aſpect 
Beſpeak thee fitted for a nobler office: 
A youth of thy bold port and manly nerve 
Should in the footſteps of thy fire have trod, 
And brav'd the front of war. 


GADATES, 5 
Full threeſcore years 
Have ſhed their ſilver on my father's head; 
And, by his fide, three gallant ſons have pour d 
Their ſtreaming life; myſelf his ſtern beheſt 
Forbade to mingle in war's arduous toils, 


OFFICER. | 
How didſt thou learn thy wretched fire's misfortune ? 


; GADATES, 
Alas! an aged mother yet remain'd, _ 
Bow'd down with ſorrow for her ſlaughter'd ſons : 
Her long I cheriſh'd'in the lonely vale 
Olf deep obſcurity, and now I bear 
The doleful tidings of her death to rive 
His woe-ſtruck heart. Aſſyria's bands I ſought, 
And there firſt learn'd the melancholy tale. — 
May I unblam'd approach the Perſian lines ? 


B2  __ . OFFICER, 
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„„ 

If free from fraud thou com'ſt, to all our camp 

Acceſs is eaſy; our victorious prince 

. Scorns the mean fears that haunt the tyrant's brealt, 

SCorns with freſh inſults to embitter bondage, 

And grants his captives every privilege 

Conſiſtent with the public ſafety. 
| \  GADATES, 

Much, 

Much, have I heard-extoll'd his generous kindneſs, 

His boundleſs clemency and mercy, thewn 

Tow' rds hapleſs wretches whom the chance of war 

Had thrown into his hands; and hence preſume. 

The tendereſt treatment of reſpected age. 

Fame, various and uncertain in her tale, 

Inform'd me that Araſpes: was his captor, 


OFFICER, 
Perchance thou'rt right; ſince Suſa's beauteous queen, 
The pride and wonder of admiring Aſia 
Is to his * conſign'd. | 


OGADpAT ES. 
Dioes ſhe not grace 
The victor's bed? Could youthful Cyrus vicw 
Such living beauty and reſiſt its force? 


OFFICER, 
That lovely queen is an exalted proof 
Of his conſummate virtue, whoſe loud fame 
For matchleſs beauty through our camp ieſounded 
Long e'er, a priſoner, ſne his triumphs grac'd, 
| |  GADATES. 
How could the gay and fprightly Perſian monarch 


Reſiſt the faſcination of ſuch charms? 
OFFICKR, 
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OFFICER. 

His manly temperance all praiſe tranſcends ; 

For, when by conqueſt his, he did not ruſh 
Like ſome proud victor, frantic with ſuccels, 

To _—_ the blooming ſpoil,- and ſtain thoſe charms : 
No Hear, ye mighty ſoy'reigns of the garth ! 
. and learn juſtice, prudenee, probity, 

From Perſia's youthful lord | — By nobler toils 
Than thoſe of beauty lur'd, to loftier views 

His ardent ſoul aſpiring, greatly ſpurn'd 

The filken fetters of inglorious love, 

And kept aloof its dazzling way to glory! 


GADATES, | 
Has Cyrus then not ſeen that far-fam'd fair? 


OFFICER» 
Miſtruſtful of a heart by nature form'd 
. For every tender paſſion, he refus'd 
Into his preſence to admit the princeſs ; 
But bade each token of profound reſpect 
Be paid his royal captive and her friend, 
The fair Ardemia, partner of her griefs ! 
Gave her a choſen band of Perſian ſlaves, 
And grac'd her with the honours of a queen. 
GADATES, 
Ardemia aidſt thou lay ? My veteran fire 


Serv'd in her train: — oh! inſtant point the way; 
Pl weary heav'n with pray'rs for thy well- doing. 


| OFFICER, 

Softly ! — the wiſe and valiant Artabazus, 
The general of the Perſian bands, approaches: 
He comes to ſeck A raſpes; for, theſe chiefs 
In firmeſt friendſhip have been long united. 


B 3 Pu 
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Paſs on that ſide; the way to the queen's tent 
Lies ftrait before: — farewel ; proceed and proſper. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally, 


ſ 


SCENE II. 


A grove near the tent of Araſpes, who appears in the Jack 
ground in 4 penſiue melancholy poſture, 
Enter ARTABAZUS, 
ARTABAZUS, | 


*Tis he! his folded arms as uſual caſt 
O'er his brave breaſt, in deep and earneſt thought! 


His wan and meagre viſage, his dim eye” 


Sunk in its ſocket, his ſhort fault'ring ſtep, 
Th'untimely wrinkles that intrench his front, 
The broken ſigh, the ſtarting tear, declare 
Some ſettled grief lies heavy at his heart 
And preys on his repoſe | — - - 
[ARASPES ſees him and is going . 
Noble Araſpes, | 
Beneath the ſhade of theſe o'er-arching pines 
One moment pauſe ; and, if thou dar'ſt confide 
In the warm friendſhip of an aged ſoldier | 


ARASPES. 

I dare confide in thee ! I know thy love, 

Thy zeal, thy friendſhip, ſhewn to all my kindred, 

My honour'd father thrice confeſs'd his life 

Sav'd by thine arm in battle! — and, ere yet 

Arriv'd at manhood, when, with headlong zeal, 

In all the fury of the chace I've burn' d, 

Oft bath thy interpoſing ſpear ruſh'd in 

Twixt me and death | e 
ARTABAZ Us. 
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ARTABAZUS, 

-? Dear as that honour'd fire! 
Canſt thou forgive the zeal of anxious friendſhip 
That aſks the reaſon of that ſettled gloom 
W hich veils in clouds thy brow : — where is the fire 
That wont to lighten in thine eye? — the glow 
That on thy cheek vied with the crimſon morn? — 
Thy active ſpirits where and youthful ardour ? — 
No conſcious crime can ſtain that guileleſs heart, 
Nor haſt thou plung'd amidſt life's buſy ſcenes 
To learn deceit and perfidy, that gnaw | 
The breaft that harbours them. 


ARASPES. 
And yet I am 
Without that aid moſt guilty! and, what ftill 
inflames my guilt and adds to my remorſe, 
I cheriſh in my breaſt the darling fin, 
And want the pow'r totear it from its hold ! 


ARTABAZUS, {\ 
The gods, our Perſian ſages wiſely teach, 
Though thron'd in light and ſpotleſs purity, 
With eyes of pity view offending mortals, 
And pardon human frailty, 
ARASPES, 

| Will thoſe gods, 
The dread avengers of the perjur'd, ſmile 
On the baſe wretch who violates his faith ? 
Say, will they view with a benignant eye 
Thoſe holy, thoſe eternal, laws annull'd 
That bind in ſocial chains the human race, 
And faith and virtue trampled under foot ? 


B 4 | ARFABAZUS, 


„„ AN THEA on: 

| ARTABAZUS. |, 
What gloomy catalogue of crimes is this ? 
The virtuous, | hoſpitable, brave, Araſpes 
Can ne'er be ſtainꝰd with ſuch deteſted baſeneſs ! 


ARASPES. 
Too . to my youth, - thyſelf be judge. — 


Thou well remember ſt when our troops return'd, 


Loaded wich ſpoils and fluſh'd with vidory, 
From their late e o'er th Aſſyrian due! ? 


2 


 ARTABAZUS, 
I do; — and well the ſocial flow of ſoul 
That, at the feſtive banquet of our chief, 
My friend diſtinguzfh'd on that eve of triumph 
Above his fellow. warriors ;_ ſince that day 
I have obſerv'd no ſmile thy brow adorn, 


Nor haſt thou mingled with thy wonted comrades, 


© ARASPES,” | 
And canſt thou not divine the cauſe ? 
 ARTABAZUS, 
| By heav'n! 
Whate er ſuſpicions glance athwart my mind, 
I know no cauſe for fix d deſpair like thine. 


ARAsPEs. 
Amidſt that 6 when the lofty ſtrain 
On deeds of high heroie virtue turn'd 
And beauty's fatal ſnares, that oft unnerve 
The warriors arm and blaſt the nobleſt ſchemes 
Of high ambition, this raſh boaſtful tongue, 
In the vain confidence of youth, defy'd 
All beauty's blended charms to ſhake this mind 


From its tirm purpoſe, quench its thirſt for glory, 


And lure my footſteps from the paths of honour. 


ARTABAZUS» 


* 
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ARETABALUS.: ot 2516 
The thought was noble, and, though bold the wn b. 
Argued a a with ſtrenuous virtue 7 8 


AR RSPES. | 
Juſt at the inſtant meſſengers aria, e l Se 
With tidings of our beauteous captive queen, 
The fair Panthea; when my royal maſter, 
To prove my boaſted firmneſs, to my care 
Conſign'd the blooming prodigy ! —— 


ART N 
Vanquit * e! 


8 8 An As ES. | | 
With exulting "xp 
I brav'd the trial ; and, with many a vow 
| And awful imprecation, bound myſelf 
1 Joo forfeit life, and dignity, and fortune, 
If e'er, by efforts open or conceal'd, 
I ſtrove to ſhake her virtue: theſe raſh vows; 
To which the Gods were ſolemnly invok'd, 
I have'infring'd, and drawn upon my head 
Th'avenging curſe of heav'n 
AR TABAZZus. 
Unthinking youth! 
| Invoke the gods! — And haſt thou'dar'd infringe 
15 Thy ſolemn oath thus ſtrongly ratify'd ? 


ARASPES, 
Ah, me! T had not then beheld that blaze 
Of angel beauty, that might thaw to love 
Age's cold breaſt, and warm mid Scythia's W 
Forgive, ye bright inhabitants of day! 
Forgive me if I've ſpurn'd your ſacred laws, 
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If prematurely I have graſpꝰd at heav n. 

And paid my ardent vows below the ſkies! ?: 
She is your image, bright and pure like you te 
Through her my ſoul your deity adores, 

And drinks in being from her radiant eyes! 


ARTABAZUS. 
Say, has the knowledge of thy bold one ef | 
Yet reach'd the king? | 
| ARASPES. | 
4 I Too conſcious of my guilt, 
| With ſtudious diligence I have not ſought 
To hide it from his view, nor blindly dard 
Impending ruin by a rafh confefion, 


"ARTABAZUS:'.:... . 
To what extremes has this unhappy paſſion, _. 
That lords it o'er thy heart, already « drawn thee} 


ang 
A thouſand, thouſand, arts that fruitful love 
Or fancy could ſuggeſt I've try'd in vain! BE. 
No thought of force e' er ſtain'd my ſoul : — Panthea 
From virtue's tow'ring eminence looks down, 
Leſs rage than pity beaming from her eye, | 
And awes the gazing ſuppliant at her feet 
To ſhame, remorſe, and momentary virtue, 

ARTABAZUS. 

Knows ſhe the ſacred vow by which thou'rt bound ? 


ARASPES. 
My frantic paſſion hath reveal'd the whole, 
And mourn'd at once and glory'd in my crime i 


ART ABAZUS, 


Araſpes, mark | — thou ſtand'ſt upon the brink — 
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Of a vaſt precipice, —adyance one ſtep - 

And thou art loſt for ever! Fly to Cyrus, 
Confeſs thy raſnneſs, and refign thy charge; 

He may forgive, — and heav'n, by ſacred rites 

Of awful ſacrifice, be yet appeas d 

ARAs PES. 

What tortures wring my agonizing ſoul ! 

Too plainly hath thy friendly zeal mark'd out 

The different paths of infamy and glory ! 

Here Honour, clad in ſun-bright majeſty, 

Deck'd with immortal palms and gorgeous ſpoils, 

Stern-frowning,, calls me from the ſtorm-beat cliff 

Where tow'rs her dazzling temple ! — There Panthea 

Array'd in dignity and ſweetneſs ſtands 

Looking ten thouſand ſmiles, that pierce my heart 

And lure oy heedleſs footſteps on to fun?” 


ARTABAZUS, 
Be firm, — reſolve, — or quit the name of man! 


ARASPES. | [ After ſome pauſe.] 


Tis done! — the conflict of my ſoul is o'er ! — 
Honour, I'm thine ! — nor ſhall the ſyren beauty 
Longer enchain my foul ! — Rouſe, Glory, rouſe ! 
And ſpread thy nobler chaxms ! let mighty War 
Swell all his pomp, and let the breathing braſs 
Drown with hoarſe voice the feebler ſtrain of love. 


Eu. 
SCENE III. 
Enter in 5580 HARPAX; OFFICER on guard, 
HARPAX. 
By Media's gods that ruſtic veſt conceal'd 
A e captain of Aſlyria's bands 1 
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I mark'd him well the features of axe face 

In characters indelible are prav'd' | 

Deep on this breaſt; — In all the wars T've fought; 
Never did danger from a hoſtile arm 

Take ſuch a threat' ning ſorm, as when his ſword 

In the laſt fight hung bow ' ring oer my creſt ! — 

No aged father led his footſteps hither. — 

Saidſt thou he ſought the —— 8 bent? 


| OFFICER, 
That way he urg'd his ſteps. 


HARPAX. 


A woman's head. 
Is fraught with wiles ! — no doubt, with him combin'd, 
Their weng plans ſome deep-laid enterpriſe, 


| OFFICER, x 
What ſhall be done ? He will . reach d their tents 
E'er we have caught him firmly in our toils. 


HARPAxX. | 
My purpos'd aim! Beyond all doubt to fin , 
The black ingratitude of theſe fam'd captives z- 
Who, ſpurning honour's dictates, baſely hold 


A treach'rous commerce with the foes of Perſia, 
And brave us in our camp. 


OFFICER, 
The tale he told 
Was ſpecious; fraught with ſounding argument 
Of probity, and faith, and filial love. 


| HARPAx. 
I doubt him not. — The ruffian's ſafeſt maſk 
Is loud profeſſion of unblemiſh'd faith, 
And clamorous zeal for virtue, — Let his ſteps 


Be 
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he mark'd-with.ſtrifteſt vigilance, and place 


A double guard around thoſe weſtern lines, 


-OFFICBR, | | 
Myſelf with zealous diligence will watch 
His every motion, and be near at hand 
To cruſh each dawning. enterpriſe of treaſon. 

HARPAx. 
Thy future vigilance alone can expiate 
Thy paſt Weer. — "On prugence and diſpatch, 

I [Exit Orriczx. 
HARPAX /ſolus, 
The far-fam'd'diſcipline that mark'd our arms 
And aw'd the ſubject world is now no more! 
This minion of our prinee, this curſt Araſpes, 
Mindful of nought but love, neglects all duty; ; 
And, in the very boſom of our tents, | 
Conſpiracy her rebel banner rears! —— 
What boots it, Harpax'! Let the nein rage, 
My ſoul abhors inglorious indolence, | 

And pants for action! — Gods! to others give 
Life's tranquil ſeenes I triumph in its ſtorms. 
But hold! — perhaps this bold adventurer's charg'd 
With ſome curſt plot to bear our captives off; 
And then the fair Ardemia's loſt for ever | — 
But I will taſte, e'er ſtol'n, th'inviting fruit, 
And the fair blooming prize ſhall yet be mine, 
What, though theſe ſcanty locks begin to wear 
A ſilver hue, yet beauty ſtill can charm ! 
I ſcorn her fetters, but I feel her force! 
To crouch for favours in our pow'r to ſnatch 


My ſoul diſdains ! — I'll take a readier way 


And, 
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„ eebnr nt on 
And, when ſurrounding darkneſs wraps the wofld, 
I'll ruſh impetuous to the fair one's tent, 


Enjoy her terrors, take my fill of love, 


And leave cold arts of courtſhip to Araſpes ! 
| | [ Exit. 


Enter GADATES. 


GADATES. 

Soft! — or I'm much deceiv'd, or ſome bold tongue 
Ardemia named; and in a ſtrain methought 
Too horrible for fancy to conceive ! — 
Did he not ſay, © when darkneſs wraps the world 
« I'll ruſh impetuous to the fair one's tent! —— 
Infernal ruffian! — but I'll meet thee there, 
And with this dagger too, to give thee welcome ! — 

| [Shewing a concealed dagger. 
Curſe on this mean diſguiſe, degrading garb!  _ 
If Suſa's monarch claim'd not all my love 
I'd tear it off, and be once more Gadates ! — 
But, if by tyrant luſt or rage provok'd, g 
I'll ſhew th'oppreſſor tis no ſhepherd's arm 
That hurls juſt vengeance for the daring inſult ! 


[Brie 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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"of ſpace bore t the tent 14 Parte 


PANTHEA; ARDEMIA, SLAVES, 


| PANTHEA. 
LY ſwift, ye hours! and, in your ceaſeleſs round, 
Roll on the period that ſhall bow in death 


== Il wretched head ! for, not yon ſmiling ſun, 


Not nature blooming in her lovelieſt prime, 
Nor theſe accuſtom'd ſplendours of a queen, y 
Allow'd me by the victor, aught avail | 

To diffipate the horrors of my fat, 

Or ſnatch from grief this care-corrodel heart x 
Thus ever ſhall my tears in torrents flow, 
Thus in eternal ſighs my days conſume, 

Till fate, relenting, give me back the lord 
Of all my wiſhes ! 


ARDEMIA. . 
Will it eaſe that grief, 
To know that on Ardemia's faithful breaſt, 
With two-fold force, Panthea's ſufferings fall ; 
Which, while it bleeds in pity to her woes, 
Is chill'd with terror for a brother's ſafety ! 


PANTHEA, 


What of thy brother ? | 
ARDEMIA, 


16 PANTH EA, a 
ARD EMIA. | \ 
While the conqu'ring 6 

| Bore us away, I ſaw the gallant youth 

Deeply engag'd amidft the thickeſt ranks, _ 

Reſolv*d to buy our freedom with his blood. 
] PANTHEAs 
„ 0 Oh! may indulgent heav'n have fpar'd his life 

| And ſhield him till in battle! Had his friend, 
My honour d lord, been fighting by his tide, 


Reſiſtleſs vengeance would have edg' d their ſwords, 
And love, by friendſhip aided, muſt have triumph'd ! T 


ARDENMIA. 
What could their ſtrength united have aval'd 
*Gainſt hoſts of circling foes ! More happy he, 
Who, far remote at Bactria's diſtant court, . 
View'd not the ſhame of that day's dire defeat ! 


/ | PAN TMEA. 
Ah ! hapleſs me, who ſaw it! — yes, theſe 1 
Aſſyria, ſaw thy coward hoſts give way, 
And leave their tents and helpleſs female train 
A prey to thy bold rival! — aid me, heav'n! 
To bear the recollection of that day, 
So big with ſhame and ruin ! 7 
| | ARDEMIA. 
Oh! forget it! 


PANTHEA. 
Yes, when this throbbing heart ſhall ceaſe fo beat; 
Then only the remembrance of that day 
Shall ceaſe to rive the boſom of thy friend! 


ARDEMIA., 
With . fortitude await th' event 


Of 


— 
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Of dubious war; the chance that led thee hither 
In the next conflict may leſs cruel prove, 
And give thee liberty and Abradates. 


PANTHEA, 
Ardemia, ſomething tells this boding heart 
J never, never, ſhall behold him more! 
My reſtleſs fancy ſtarts a thouſand fears, 
And ev'ry fear ſtrikes daggers through my breaſt ! 
At ev'ry ſtep a ſoldier treads on death, 
Dangers incloſe him round, and well I know 
How high for fame his ardent pulſes beat. 
I tremble at the greatneſs of his ſoul, 
And weep where I ſhould triumph ! 


ARDEMIA, 


| Rs Hapleſs princeſs ! 
Forbear theſe ſallies of intemp'rate grief | 


In Perſia's camp full many a noble dame 


Shares thy hard fate, and toils with equal woes. 


\ 
— 


PANTHEA, 
With equal woes | — impoſlible | — I ſtand 


The very mark at which malignant Fate 
Aims all her darts, and empties her whole quiver ! —y 


With each fair proſpect op'ning on my view, 
In life's gay blooming morn, careſs'd, belov'd, 


A youthful monarch led me to his throne ; 


Nor long had Hymen's facred fires been kindled 
Fer ſounding clarions ſummon'd to the field 
My ſoul's dear partner, for embattled plains - 
To quit imperial Suſa's ſplendid court, 

And give to Mars the vigils due to love. 
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: ARDEMIA, 
Ah! why recount thy paſt ſevere misfortunes ; 
*Tis but to ſwell the torrent of thy griets ! 


PANTHEA, | 
Judge not ſo meanly of thy friend, to think 
She wants the firmneſs of her ſex to brave 
Danger and toil when ſuffer'd with her lord, — 
Ardemia, no! — with him war's rugged bed, 
Spread on the cold inclement ground, can charm 4 
With him the ſoldier's ſcanty fare delight, | 
Far, far, beyond the daintics of a court ! — 
But well thou know'{ his diſtant embaſſy 
Deny'd that rapture which his preſence gives 
To this diſtracted heart; and ſoon yon ſun, 
The radiant witneſs of my life of woe, 
Beheld me captive in theſe hoſtile tents, 


And ev'ry ſource of joy for ever fled ! 


ARDEMIA. 
Ah! not for ever! — the indulgent gods 
May ſtill reſerve, in pity to thy fate, 
Such ample meaſures of o'er-flowing bliſs 
As may o'er-balance all thy weight of woes. 


| | PANTHEA. 

Oh! my Ardemia, thus ſupremely curſt, 

If &er Panthea had offended heav'n, 

I did expect its fury would relent : 

But, lo! een here; freſh danger and diſtreſs 
Start up, and threaten me with inſtant ruin! 


ARDEMIA, | 
What haſt thou ſaid ? — Oh ! by that tender friendſhip, 


Which from our earlieſt years we've ever cheriſh'd, 
 Conceal it not! | 


PANTHE As 
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PANTHEA. 
IIl open all my foul ! — 
Thou oft haſt mark'd with what aſſiduous zeal 


Araſpes ſtrives to mitigate our doom, 
And eaſe the bonds of hard captivity, 


ARDEMIA, 
His words, his looks, his actions, ſtrongly mark 
The kind compaſſion of his feeling heart. — 
T late have mark'd him frequent near thy tent; 
And yeſterday, about the cloſe of eve, 
As through yon grove I took my cuſtom'd walk; 
With hurry'd ſtep he ſought its deepeſt ſhades 
There threw himſelf to earth in frantic mood, 
And made its echoing glooms reſound thy name, 


PANTHEA, 

I fear the tranſports of his headſtrong paſſion, 

For conſtantly the ehief my ſteps beſets : | 
At noon, at eve, in all my walks, he meets mez 
And proffers with officious zeal to guard 
'That innocence he plots to plunge in ruin. 

If he perſiſts, I muſt in ſelf-defence : 

Appeal to Cyrus from his rude affaults ! 


ARDEMIA, 
Yet, 70 awhile forbear ! — Oh! let his youth, 
His noble rank, and generous character, 
Plead for oblivion of his bold offence. 


PANTHEA, | 
Never, but in the laſt extreme of danger, 
Shall theſe ſeal'd lips reveal his perfidy, 


| ARDEMIA, 
Think with what thouſand arts of fond concern 
C 2 | He 
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He labours to beguile our weary hours ! 

Think on the ſtern ſeverity of Cyrus 

When ſlighted honour rouzes him to vengeance ! 
And, oh ! if theſe united fail to move, 
Think on the tortures which thy friend ſhall ſuffer 
When ſhe beholds the brave, the gallant, youth, 
Who lords it o'er her heart, its victim fall! 


PANTHEA. 
How! does Araſpes lord it o'er thy heart ? — 
Oh! with what rapture would Panthea yield 


Her intereſt, in a heart ſhe cannot ſhare, 
To her lov'd friend ! 


ARDEMIA, 
How welcome were the boon : 

In value far ſurpaſſing Perſia's crown! — 
The fatal ſecret thou haſt juſt diſclos'd 
Has long been conſcious to the curious eyes | 
Of jealous love; and, oh | may thou and heav'n 
Pardon the wretch, who, led aftray and loft 
In paſſion's meteor blaze, hath baſely turn'd 
A traitor to fair virtue, and, to gain 
A lover, facrific'd her deareſt friend l 


PANTHEA. 
What do I hear? What ſtrange unhallow'd ſounds? — 
And is Ardemia leagu'd againſt my peace? 


ARDEMIA, 
Oh! do not entertain ſo hard a thought! — 


| | PANTHEA, 

I ſtand ſurrounded by unnumber'd perils, 

And meet in one falſe friend a hoſt of foes ! — 
This inſtant let me kno the full extent 


Of 
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Of this baſe perfidy, or, by yon heav'n, 
I'll fly to Cyrus and reveal the whole! 


ARDEMIA, 
What has my raſhneſs done! Not e'en in thought 
Did e' er Ardemia plot againſt the peace 
Or virtue of Panthea : — all the guilt 
This heart is conſcious of in this conſiſts ; 
In liſt'ning to the love-fraught tales he told, 
The ardent vows he pour'd for Suſa's queen. 


PANTHEA, 5 5 
Indignant virtue ſhould have ſpurn'd the hint: 
The bare recital of his impious hope 
With horror ſhould have ſtruck thy ſtartled thought. 


1 AR DEM IA. 

But with ſuch melody his accents flow'd, 

With ſuch a ſoft bewitching grace he ſmil'd, 

And pray'd me be the herald of his vows | 

With ſuch a languiſhing reſiſtleſs air 

With downcaſt looks alone I check'd his warmth, 
And paus'd in guilty ſilence, when thoſe looks 
Inſulted honour ſhould have cloth'd in ſcorn, 

And ſtern reproof repell'd the bold avowal. 


PANTHEA. 
Thy frank confeſſion hath reſtor'd my peace: 
But, oh ! beware in future, leſt thou plunge 
Thy friend in horrors not to be deſcrib'd ! 


Enter a FEMALE SLAVE. 


SLAVE. [To Ardemia.] 
Madam, as near thy tent in haſte I paſs'd, 
A ruſtic youth, in homely veſtment clad, 


CJ - Beſought 
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Beſought me in moſt earneſt ſtrain to bear 83 


This picture to Ardemia : for a time 
Wich cautious diffidence I ſhunn'd his prayer, 


But, as he farther preſs'd with many a vow, 
At length I yielded to bis urgent ſuit, 


 ARDEMIA. {Taking the picture.] 
What do I ſee! Almighty pow'rs, ſupport me ! 
The very picture which I gave Gadates ! — 


It muſt be ſo! — and, on theſe hoſtile plains, 
The footſteps of my brother ! 


PANTHEA, 0 
Heav'n forbid | —» 


ARDEMIA, 
Advent'rous tread ! — for, from his ſacred neck 
Alone it came; — or elſe, in battle fall'n, 
Some plund*rer of the field hath torn it thence 
And ſends it to inſult my wounded heart ! — 
Where is the ſtranger ? : pris 

SLAVE. 
Near at hand he waits, 

Impatient for admiſſion to thy preſence. 


:  ARDEMIA, 
Oh! bring him quickly hither. 
PANTHEA, 


It nor becomes my rank, nor plighted faith 

To Cyrus, this ſtol'n interview to witneſs. 
Without the ſanction of that gen'rous chief 

Thou ought'ſt not, nor will Suſa's queen, receive 
This dubious meſſenger, — Farewel ; beware! — 


 [PaxTaza retires into her tent. 


SCENE 
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SCENE I. 
Enter GADATES. [After ſome pauſe they embrace. 


| ARDEMIAs 
What guardian deity, my beſt Gadates, 
Led thy bold footſteps to this dang*rous ground? 


| GADATES. 

- Thoſe guardian deities, my long-loſt ſiſter, 

1 55 watch o'er nuptial and fraternal love. 
ARD MIA. 

Ten thouſand — ſhook my ſoul ! 


__ GADATES, 

And twice ten thouſand mine! — Where is Panthea ? — 
What treatment have ye met from theſe fam'd victors? 
Reſolve me, for my ſouPs on fire to know 

Each circumſtance of high or trivial import 

That hath befall'n you ſince the fatal day 

Aſſyria ſaw her tow'ring pride o'erthrown. 


ARDEM IA. 
Moſt courteous and moſt gen'rous are our victors: 
Nor have we wanted aught aſſiduous zeal, | 
To ſoothe our dire misfortune, could ſupply. 
Panthea, who this moment left my preſence, 
Retains each rite of regal dignity ; 
And thy Ardemia knows no want but freedoms . 


GADATES, 
Fraught with that nobleſt earthly boon I ſeek 
The camp of Perſia, | 
ARDEMIA. 
In that doubtful garb 
Does heavy n- born Liberty approach? 
C 4 GADATES, 
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GADATES. 

| No more | — 
Ardemia, I haje tidings to impart 
To thy more private ear, that will at once 
Tranſport and terrify thy ſtartled foul : — 
*Tis thou, not I, that tread'ſt on dang'rous ground, — 
e This night,” as through yon gloomy grove I paſt, 
Some fiend exclajm'd, © Ardemia ſhall be mine !” 

Ak DEM IA. 2 

Diſmiſs theſe fears, thy fancy's diſmal coinage : 
Each night a triple guard ſurrounds theſe lines, 
Cyrus alone, the virtuous Cyrus, dares | 
Set footſtep here; and much I fear thyſelf 
Will hardly *ſcape their jealous vigilance, 


| . GADATES, 
If heav'n, as hitherto, propitious ſmile, - 
Long ere the ſhades of ev'ning ſhall deſcend, 
Ardemia ſhall enjoy her much lov'd freedom, 
And Abradates claſp his ſorrowing bride. 


ARDEMIA, 1 
Whate'er fond hopes thy fancy may have form'd, 
Ah! be not lull'd in vain ſecurity ! — 


GADATES. 
Nor in the virtues of fam'd Perſia's ſons 
Do thou raſh confidence repoſe |! — 


ARDEMIA, 
| Away! 
Thy fruitful love breeds idle terrors, vain 
And baſeleſs as the viſions of the night. — 
How free my tent from ambuſh thou ſhalt prove, 
Where, ſafe as in Religion's hallow'd ſhrine, _ | 
| Thou 
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Thou ſhalt unfold the daring ſcheme that fills 
Thy labouring breaſt.  ” 
GADATES. 

| Lead ſwiftly on: — 
Big with ſuſpenſe the mighty moments roll, 
| While liberty or bondage, life or death, 
Hang on the breath of ev'ry flecting hour 


 [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
A diftant view of the royal pavilion, 
Enter ARASPES and HARPAX at oppoſite fider. 


HARPAX. © | 
Whither, Araſpes, with ſuch eager haſte ? 
 ARASPES. 


On bus'neſs of high moment to the king; — 3— 


Delay me not, — 


My buſineſs too with thee 
Is far from trivial, as thou'lt ſhortly own, — 


ARASPES, 
All bus'neſs is of trivial weight, compar'd 
With matters of importance deep as mine, 


HARP AX. 
Is it a trifle then to loſe Panthea ? — 


ARASPES. 
Oh! name her not, there's horror in the ſound ! 


| HARPAX. 1 
How ! horror in the found? What phrenzy's this! 


Laſt night twas love and melody itfelf ! — 
ARASPES, 
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| Leave me, nor tear afreſh my bleeding heart! 


HARPAx. 
In war, war only, ſhould a ſoldier bleed! — 
For ſhame, Araſpes, quit thefe wild extremes, 


Nor for a woman hazard all thy fame 
Acquir'd in battle: — one thing yet remains; 


Enjoy this haughty beauty, and be free 


ARASPES. 
And thus for ever loſe my ſov*reign's love # 
Not for his empire! — 
HARPAX. 
Cyrus values not: 
In weightier avocations deep engag'd, 
He has not leiſure to mind camp intrigues. — 


I know the froward fair and all their arts: 


Thou att deceiv'd in this illuſtrious captive, 
Of whoſe deep treach'ry I have ample proof. 


| ARASPES. 
Impoſlible ! — what proof ? 
HARPAx. 
Sufficient proof 
Of perfidy to ruin all her ſex. 
The game is up; fly at it, or renounce 
The rights of conqueſt and of love for ever. 


| ARASPES, 
Thou talk'ſt in riddles, 
= HARPAX, 
Ere yon ſun mall ſet, 
Panthea, with her comrade, hopes to paſs 
Thoſe weſtern hills, and bid your guards defiance, 


ARASPES. 
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| | | ARASPES. 
To act thus baſely is not in her nature. 


8 HARPAX. | 

*Tis in her practice though; — we are betray d; 
She takes advantage of thy lenity 

And entertains a ſpy upon our aCtions. 

Here in theſe lines the traitor lurks conceal'd: 

Clad like a ſhepherd, with a well-feign'd tale, 

He paſs'd the guard; but I have taken care 

His footſteps ſhall be watch'd, while added guards 
Each avenue ſurround, 


ARASPES. © 

What his bold aim? 

HARPAX. 
To bear away, by ſtealth, thy beauteous charge: 
He bribes with the profuſion of a prince; 
And, to ſecure him faſter in the ſnare, 
I've charg'd our ſoldiers not to ſpurn his gifts, 
But ſeem to favour his deſign. 


ARAsPxs. 
No more: — 
I'll to her tent, and tax her with her guilt, 
Haſte and prepare thy witneſſes to prove 
Their bold aſſertions; for, by holy Mithra, 
If in one circumſtance they fail of proof, 
Their ſtreaming blood ſhall expiate their offence. 


| HARPAX. 
The captain whom his ſpecious tale deceiv' d, 
The centinel he brib'd, are on the ſpot ; — 
F'll wait thy coming near her tent: — farewel, 
| [Exit HaRPAx. 
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ARASPES ſolus. 


What have I faid ? — How juſtly do I merit 


The very death theſe lips have juſt pronounc'd ! — 
My bold attempts have driv'n her to an at 
Her ſoul abhors ; for, O ye righteous gods, 

Can ſuch a beauteous form retain a mind 

Stain'd with hypocriſy ; mean coward vice! — | 
I'll not believe it till ſhe own the fact, 


And her pale lips confeſs the degradation. 


Thus, in deſpite of reaſon and reſolve, 

Am I thrown back on that tempeſtuous ſea, 
Where, loſt and ſhipwreck'd, Artabazus late, 
The friendly pilot, fav'd my foundring bark: 
And, like my guardian angel, lo ! he comes 
To chide me ling'ring in the ſnares of pleaſure. 


Enter ARTABAZUS. 


ARTABAZUS. 
Still unreſoly'd, ſtill hov'ring near the tents 
Where captive beauty dwells ! 


ARASPES, os 
My guide and friend, 
My better genius, wert thou always nigh, | 
Beauty would ſoon her votary reſign, 

And thou and virtue all my ſoul poſleſs. 


ARTABAZUS., 
Anxious I ſought thee in the tent of Cyrus. 


ARAsPEs. 
Nor wouldſt have ſought in vain; but hoary vice, 
In the curſt form of Harpax, drove me back, — 


Thy awful precepts all my foul adores ; L 
But, 
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But, if I want thy firmneſs to obey them, 
Oh! pity and forgive the weak reſolves 
Of a diſtracted and deſponding wretch, 
Whirl'd headlong through the wild extremes of paſſion. 


85 ART ABAZ us. 

This dallying gives new vigour to its flame; 

Now, now's the time to rouze each languid ſpark 

Of latent honour, wake it into action, 

And ſnatch from infamy his heedleſs youth. LAlide. 
Oh! that I e'er ſhould live to ſee this day | — 


| ARASPES, | 
I ſee my hapleſs ſtate with grief o'erwhelms thee. 

ARTABAZUS, 
Yes, I have cauſe to grieve ! — What ! when the ſon 
Of my brave friend and comrade in the field 
Hangs o'er th'abyſs of ruin, when he ſpurns 
The ſacred principles of hoary faith, 
Devotes to willing infamy his youth, 
And with th'adult'rer's guilty tranſport burns, 
Is it not time to grieve ? — 

ARASPES, 
Oh! ſpare this heart, 
This burſting heart! — : 
|  ARTABAZUS, 
Is this, is this, the fruit 

Of all the labours of thy virtuous fire, 
Of all the precepts of thoſe holy magi, 
Who form'd thy youth and train'd thy ſteps to glory? 
Did they not teach thee prudence to prevent, 
And fortitude to brave, the threaten'd ill; 
In its firſt dawn to cruſh the ſpringing vice, 
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And guard with care the fatal avenues 
By which reſiſtleſs paſſion ſtorms the ſoul ? 


ARASPES, - 
Unger rous cenſor ! did thy heart in youth 
Ne'er leap with tender tranſport, when the blood 
In warmer currents ruſh'd along thy veins ? 
Or at thy bidding would hot nature's tide 
Roll back its courſe ? | 


ARTABAZUS, 

Never did paſſion Rain, 
E*en in its giddieſt ſtage, my headlong youth 
Guilty and baſe as that which ſtains Araſpes. 


ARASPES, 
Oh! I am ſhock'd at my own horrid picture, 
Nor want thy pencil to increaſe its blackneſs. 


ARTABAZus. 
I mean not in deſpair to plunge my friend. 
Though thy unſteady virtue has compell'd me 
To draw the colouring deep, methinks I ſee 
A brighter portrait riſing from the ſhade : 
I ſee thee burſting from the tenfold gloom 
Which momentary guilt around thee throws, 
And mounting to the nobleſt heights of virtue, 


ARASPES, 
I'm charm'd, tranſported, with thy godlike thoughts! 
Lead on to Cyrus : — though my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear me, though my quiv'ring lips 
Scarce yield an utterance to conſcious baſeneſs, 
Yet will I throw me at his royal feet, 


Confeſs my turpitude, implore his mercy, 
| And 
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And ſoothe with pray'rs and grateful ſacriſice 
The wrath of heav'n. | 


ARTABAZUS, 
Keep ſteady to that purpoſe : 
Thus ſhall the favour of the prince return 
Twofold ; and heav'n, offended heay'n, with ſmiles 
Receive the vows of proſtrate penitence, — 
Farewel ; — reſolve, or quit the name of man 
[Exit ARTABAZUS, 
' ARASPES ſolus, 

Some ſtrange preſagings Rill diſtract my mind: 
Harpax was circumſtantial in the tale, 
And freely offer'd to evince her treaſon. — 
There may be treach'ry, and it well behoves 
A chief ſo highly favour'd as myſelf, 
Rais'd to this eminence of rank and pow'r, 
To probe this matter to the very quick, — 
Methought, ere while, a form unwarlike glanc'd 
Athwart the bottom of yon piny walk z. 

I mark'd its eager look, its hurry'd ſtep, — 
I'll ſee her, prove her guilt, and then to Cyrus ; 
For, if in treach'ry's wiles thus deeply vers'd, 
The luſtre of her beauty fades at once 
Unhallow'd paſſion ſhudders at ſuch baſeneſs ; 

The charm is broke, love flies, and I am free ! 


—_— 
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END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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8 FAONSTANT as yonder planet pours the dawn, 
3 At beauty's radiant ſhrine I haſte to pay 
5 My duteous homage. 
'F PANTHEA, 
| Yonder planet then 
i Shines but to multiply my daily woes. 
= ARASPES. 
| N How do I mourn my hapleſs deſtiny ; 
78 Doom'd by hard fate in bondage to detain 
bh Thoſe charms, whoſe luſtre ſhould adorn the world, 
| f And give to univerſal nature joy. 
bl PANTHEA. 
1 . This pompous flatt'ry ill befits my ſtate, — 
I ARASPES, 
| # But thou haſt full revenge ; for, from that day 
4 Invidious fortune gave thee to my charge, 
1 No liberty this fetter'd heart hath known, 
1 Nor reſpite from its torments : tis not thou, 
*Tis I am captive, bound in tenfold chains, 
Which ſtruggling reaſon ftrives in vain to rend. 


PANTHEA, 
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15 PANTHEA. 
Leave me to waſte in hopeleſs miſery, 

Nor more inſult me with the hateful theme. 


ARASPES, 
I would not for a thouſand worlds offend 
Thy ſpotleſs virtue, but only live 
When in thy preſence; all beſide is night, 
Dark night, and nature ſeems one barren void, 
Dreary and vaſt, where all that's monſtrous reigns. — 
Thus on my bended knee thoſe vows I pay, 
Which ardent love compels though virtue ſpurns, — 


Oh!] let me kiſs that hand I cannot claim. 
[Ie ſeizes her hand, which ſbe di ;deinfuly ww 
PANTHEA, 1 


Is this thy ſacred honour pledg'd to Cyrus ? 


ARASPES, 
Honour wal bow to love: — though well I know 
My life is forfeit and my vow infring'd, 
Still, ſtill, Panthea triumphs o'er my heart, 
And all my ſenſes are by her abſorb'd! 
Had I a thouſand lives at my command, 
I'd riſque them all to give thee liberty! 


PANTHEA, 
Araſpes, tis not bondage I lament ; 
I feel no fetters; theſe your lib'ral kindneſs 
Prevents from gailing : — here the thraldom lies ! 
My heart is bound, and bound in ſuch ſtrong chains 
As never can be loos'd, to that brave prince, 
Who, when the altar's holy fires aſcended, 
And from the conſecrated cenſers roll'd 
Dark clouds of fragrance, ſwore. eternal truth! — 


D ARASPES. 


| ARASPES, 
O envy'd prince] but haply war's rude hand 
Hath *reft him from thy lov'd embrace for ever. 


PANTHEA. 4 
Forbid it, gracious heav*n ! avert its ſhafts, 

And give him quickly to my longing eyes! — 
Nor thou, brave Perſian, farther urge a ſuit 

Thus baſe, which veils thy nobler qualities 

In everlaſting ſhade : — the life thou ſcorn'ſt _ 
For her, who more than death ſuch baſeneſs dreads, 
May haply, by ſome worthier fair, be priz'd 
More highly than the ſtarry diadem 

That flames upon the brow of Lydia's queen ! — 
Oh ! ceaſe then to moleſt a helplefs captive, 

Nor violate the ſolitude of grief! — 


ARASPES. 
If, lovelieſt effort of creative pow'r, 
Thou wouldſt perſuade Araſpes to renounce 
The only object he on earth deſires, 
Uſe ſcorn and ſilence for thy eloquence; 
For, when thou ſpeak'ſt, there's ſuch a potent charm 


Dwells in the heav'nly ſound, each virtuous purpoſe 
Is ſtifled in its birth, and all my foul 
Flames up in wild unconquerable paſſion. 


PANTHEA. 

Why was I born to be thus doubly wretched, 
To feel a thouſand daggers, and to plunge 
The fatal poniard in the peace of others! 


| ARASPES. | 
Oh! plunge one here, and rid me of my pains ; 
Let me with rapture at thy feet expire ; 


Thoſe 
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| Thoſe eyes would chear the barren vale of death, 
And on its ſhadows pour the blaze of noon. 


PANTHEA. - 
I cannot bear theſe inroads on my peace 
If neither ſacred faith nor honour bind thee, 
Tis time Panthea ſhould conſult her ſafety, 
And, though reluctantly, appeal to Cyrus. 
Ak Aspks. 
Panthea ! Is it ſhe that talks thus loud 
Of trampled faith and violated honour ? 


PANTHEA. 
Yes, ſhe who dares in baſe captivity 
Spurn thy ungen'rous proffers to invade them; — 
She who, without them, would think nature's works 
A blank, and being inſupportable ! — 


ARASPES, 
Save when Aſſyria ſends ſome truſty ſpy 
To learn our counſels and our lines explore; 
Then only perfidy may find a friend * 
In Suſa's queen! 

PAN THREA. 
My ſoul is petrify'd 

With horror at thy words: — I ſcorn the taunt ! — 
What though for tidings from my honour'd lord 
The wealth of Aſia were too poor a bribe; 
Not Aſia's treaſures, nor the wealth of worlds, 
Should buy my faith, nor tempt to violate 
My plighted honour to the gen'rous Cyrus! 
Call my accuſers; bring them to my face; 
And, if I fail-to prove my innocence, 
I yield myſelf a voluntary victim 
5 D 2 To 
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To all the tortures vengeance can inflict, —— 
Support me, virgins, for my ſpirits faint ! — 
AR ASPES, | 
Oh ! *tis too much : — inhuman villany ! — 
Mott injur'd princeſs, I believe thee free 
From ev'ry taint of treaſonable fraud 
As the pure boſom of the new-born babe. — 
I go to vindicate thy injur'd fame, 
And do thee juſtice. 
PANT HEA. 


To thyſelf be juſt; 
Panthea fears not foul detraction's breath! 


[ARAsPEs goes of by the fide-ſcene; PANTHEA 
enters an inner apartment of her pavilion. 


CCE IL-1. 
The grove. 
Enter ARASPES, HARPAX. 


ARASPES. 


By heav'ns, *tis falſe ! — the chryſtal fountain flows not 
Leſs ſully'd than her honour ! 


HARPAX, 
Hold, young warrior ! — 
Twice thirty years have circled o'er this head, 
Nor everhave theſe ſtartled ears been hail'd 
With ſuch rude welcome; nor will Harpax brook 
From youthful infolence th'inglerious taunt ! 
ARASPES. 
Oh! bluſh that thou haſt liv'd ſo long in vain ! 
Had age inſpir'd thee with its wonted caution, 


Thou hadft not thus thy raſh inveCtives pour'd 
To wound th'unſully'd fame of fair Panthea. 


HARPARX, 
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Curſe on thy arrogance, vain yaunting chief! 
This ſword ſhall teach thee due reſpect to age! 

W ©" ARNASPES. gps.” 
Put up thy weapon; it appals me not: — 
I've one as truſty, though not worn fo long. — 
I meant but to upbraid thee for a fault, | 
From which nor youth nor age are wholly free, — 
Too prompt attention to the ſland'rer's tale. 


|  HARPAX, 
I will not be upbraided by a boy ! — 
Inſtant inform me whence this torrent ſprings 
Of virulent reproach ; why is mine age 
Treated with ſcorn and inſult ? 

ARASPES, | 
Doſt thou aſk 
A lover, wild with paſſion, why he's fir'd, 
When all his ſoul holds dear is vilify'd_ 
With baſe unfounded cenſures ? 
 HARPAX. | 


Let then fats 
Themſelves ſpeak out | — Hear me, and be convinc'd. 


This moment through that grove Ardemia paſs'd, 
Led by the gallant ſhepherd in diſguiſe, 


Mine eye yet kens them: — this way, lo! they bend 
In earneft converſe : — to yon gloom retire, 
And be Wu a witneſs to the fraud. 


[They conceal 1 
Enter GADATES, ARDEMIA. 


| GADATES. 
Degenerate girl! has bondage then ſuch charms ? 
| IF 3 | ARDEMIA. 


—: = cas Dad, 4 es er 
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_ ARDEMIA, 
Ir cannot be : for, did myſelf incline 
Thus to abuſe his gen'rous confidence, 
Ne'er would Panthea ſtoop to ſuch baſe arts 
As low deceit and venal perfidy 
To gain her liberty, however priz'd, 
From foes thus courteous, 


GADATES. | 

Grant theſe ie Perſians 
Juſt, brave, and gen rous; yet ye ſtill are ſlaves; 
Still at the beck and mercy of a victor. 


ARDEMIA. _ 
But, oh ! ſuch tenderneſs, ſuch anxious zeal 
To anticipate our very wiſhes, ſhewn _ 
By this brave chief, thus baſely to return, 
And ſet perchance his honour'd life at hazard, 
Would argue a depravity that ſhocks 
Recoiling nature, and would ill become 
Thy ſiſter and the wife of Abradates. 


GADATES. 

Have I then hazarded my life for this ? 
To find at laſt the liberty I proffer 
Spurn'd with contempt. 

ARDEMIA, 

In any caſe but this 
An acquieſcence with our bonds were baſe ; 
THattempt at freedom greatly-daring virtue 


But, overwhelm'd with ſuch a load of kindneſs, 


*T were rank ingratitude. 
GA DAT Es. 
Not all the pow'rs 
Of tortur'd language e' er can juſtify 
Submiſſion 
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Submiſſion to theſe bonds. — Gods! I'm deceiy'd, 
Or ſhe has ſome more pow'rful argument | 
That prompts to this 3 conduct. LA ſide. 


AnDEMIA. 

Say, Gadates, 
We both were willing to adopt thy counſel, 
What baſis has thy hope that this bold ſcheme 
Would be productive of its promis'd end? 


GADATES., 
J have a caſket here of countleſs wealth, 
The whole revenue of proud Sufa's realm; 
Jewels of ſuch ineſtimable worth 
They'll clear a 1 through ſurrounding armies. 


ARDEMIA. 
Alas ! thou know'ſt not thoſe of whoſe try'd worth 
Thou ſpeak'ſt thus lightly ; their contempt of gold, 
And the proud pageants of external ſplendour 
That awe their foes ; their rigid abſtinence 
And firm unſhaken duty to their prince, 


 GADATES, 
Thou art deceiv'd : — what cannot gold effect? — 
Already have its pow'rful charms allur'd 
The captain of your guard to aid your flight; 
And, when the hour of ſolemn ſacrifice 
Calls from their tents the thronging foldiery 
And leaves the paſſage leſs expos'd to peril, 
Returning freedom, with reſiſtleſs force, 
Shall rend the bars of baſe captivity 
For thoſe who dare be free. 


ARDEMIA. 
I dare do aught 


— 


That virtue dictates. 


. GADATES, 
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GAD AT Es. 
Virtue bids be free. 


ARDEMIA. 
Not at the price of honour |! 


GADATES, 

*L is too plain: 
The cauſe lies deeper than ſhe cares to own ! — [| AHjide. 
Ardemia, much I fear ſome fav'rite youth, 
Amidſt theſe graceful captors, over-rules 
The nobler principles that dictate freedom, 
And honour's but another name for love ! 
What has Araſpes, of whoſe noble bounty 
And guardian tenderneſs thou talk'ſt thus highly, 
Urg'd in behalf of ſlav'ry, to chain down 
Thy faculties and make thee ſmile in bonds ! 


ARDEMIA. | 
Ah me! I ſmile not; there's no room for ſmiles, 
When 2 lov'd brother, dear and good as thou art, 
Stands trembling on the threſhold of deſtruction. 


GADATES, 
Wclcome, deftruction ! ſince I've liv'd to fee 


A ſiſter baſe enough to ſpurn the calls 


Of freedom | — | 
ARDEMIA. 


Freedom were the lovelieſt boon 
Fate could beſtow, if by the road of honour. — 


GADATES, 
Talk not of honour : — 'tis the cant of knaves, 
The ſpecious covert for a thouſand frauds 
That pave the way to guilty eminence z 
But, where its honeſt dictates guide the heart, 


Scldom eſcapes the lips of the poſſeſſor. | 
ARDEMIA, 
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ARDEMIA, 


Ah ! check theſe tranſports ; — haply ambuſh'd ſpies 
Encloſe thy ſteps; —I ſhudder for thy ſafety ! 


GADATES. 
And I for thine ; remember what this grove 


Ere while reſounded. — 
ARDEMIA. 


| Idle jealous fears! — 
Swift let us plan ſome mode for thy eſcape 
Safer than gold in Cyrus camp can purchaſe. 
GADATES. | 
I'Il not return till T have ſeen Panthea ;- -- 


= For whom I bear a preſent from her lord 


Far richer than the caſket I juſt nam'd. 


| ARDEMIA. 
She'll not admit thee in thy doubtful garb 
Into her preſence without leave from Cyrus. 

| | 'GADATES, * 
Pll force admiſſion: through ſurrounding guards 
I'll hew my way, and execute my truft ! — 
Where lies her tent 


ARASPES and HARD AX bur from their concealment. 


ARASPES. 
Hold ! I arreſt thy ic 
GADATES, 
Confuſion'! I'm betray d. 
ARDEMIA, 
Oh! ſpare his life, 
A brother's ſacred life! no guileful traitor, | 
Come with inſidious aim your ſtrength to learn, 
But by fraternal tenderneſs impell'd 
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To act the borrow'd part his foul abhors : 
No meſſenger of war, but gentle love. 
5 ARASPES, © 
And yet his words were martial, and his air 
Breathes ſtern defiance in that ſhepherd's garb. 
| ARDEMIA, = 
Forgive the fallies of a noble mind, 


Warm, gen'rous, and benevolent, like thine, 


GADATES. 
I ſcorn my advocate; nor afk a life 


Thus juſtly forfeit ! — Cyrus, wiſe and brave, 


ARASPES, 
Thou ſhalt to Cyrus: and if aught my pow'r, 
Or atteſtation to thy innocencene 
Of ſtudyꝰd treaſon, can avail to ſerve thee, 
Rely on my beſt offices. — And thou, 
Whoſe lips have been ſo laviſh in my praiſe, 
Faireſt Ardemia, how ſhall I expreſs 


The ſeeret tranſports of my glowing heart? | 


How utter half the gratitude I feel 
For thy exalted goodneſs, or pour forth 


My admiration of thy virtuous firmneſs | 


ARDEMIA. 
I ated as the dictates of my heart 


Compell'd me, and but ſpoke its honeſt warmth ; — 


If this thy favour merit, let it light, 


Where moſt I wiſh it, on that ill-ſtarr'd youth, 


And ſnatch from ruin his devoted head. 


AR ASPES, 


My utmoſt efforts ſhall be us'd to fave him ; 


Nor 
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Nor thou repine, if, till th'event be known, | 
A ftriter guard around thy tent be ſtation'd : 
The veteran Harpax will conduct thee thither. 


: ARDEMIA, 
Gadates, may th'immortal gods protect 
Thy valu'd life ! 1 


Whatc'er thoſe gods ordain 
My ſoul ſhall meet with firmneſs, and defy 
The rage of fate! — Farewel ; beware of treach'ry | — 
0 [Exeunt HARPAX and ARDEMIA. 

ARASPES. / 

Methinks that counſel might have well been ſpar'd: 

And from thoſe lips with ill-tim'd fervour flow'd! 
GADATES _ 

Chief, had thine ear been conſcious to the ſounds 

That lately in this grove with horror ſmote 

A brother's ſhudd'ring ſoul, thou might applaud 

My jealous ardour for'a ſiſter's welfare. 


ARASPES. 
The virtuous daring of fraternal zeal 
Muft ever gain the noble mind's applauſe. 
Cyrus can honour in a vanquiſh'd foe 
The gen'rous traits that mark the tow'ring ſoul 
Of high-born worth! 

| GADATES, 

Oh! were my ſiſter ſafe 

I'd welcome chains and death! 


ARASPES. 
Mark me, Gadates ; 


Thunfathom'd ocean in its dark embrace 
Holds not more ſafe the beds of glowing pearl, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe filver ſplendours light the deep abyſs, 

Than Perſia's tents thy ſiſter ſrom the ſnares 

Of force or perhdy. 5 
| GADATES. 

Pm fatisfy'd | — 

Lead on to Cyrus: now has death no ſting, 


Nor tortures terror, for my ſtedfaſt mind! 
fg [ Exeunt. 


SCENE UI. 
The tent of Ardemia. 
HARPAK, ARDEMIA. 


: 3 | HARPAX. , | 
Lovelieſt of women ! with what fond impatience 
Pve waited for a moment, like the preſent, 

To paint the deep impreſſion which thy charms 


Have ſtamp'd upon my heart, lighting anew 


The flame of youth, and kindling all its tranſports ! 


ARDEMIA, 
When death and ruin compaſs one fo dear, 
*Tis not a moment for ſuch ſtrains as theſe ; 
From thee they ſtrike me too with double horror! 


HARPAX, 
Perhaps the life of thy lov'd brother hangs 
Upon my ſingle voice : ſince firſt he trod 
This dang*rous ground each ſubtle art I knew ; 
The counterfeited tale, the proffer'd bribe, 
By which to thee his dubious way he won. 
That day, when fortune gave thee to our charge, 
My arm, amidſt the thickeſt of the fight, 
Met his in battle, and the ev'ning ſhades 
Ended alone the conflict, — then it was 
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I mack him well; and ſince, wp avs: ev 'ry wal, 


Have known Gadates. 
ARD EMIA. 


And perchance betray di 
HARPAx. 
Hold there, nor rouze my patience to revenge! 
| Thy ſmile reſtores him to th Aſſyrian tents, 
Thy frown irreparably ſeals his fate. 
Cyrus will never finally decide, | 
Till my concurrent voice hath fix'd his guilt 
Or ſtamp'd his innocence z; and I'm well fraught 
With proof of either, as my wiſh inclines, 
And thou ſhalt urge me. 
ARDEMIA, 
Artful impious villain! * [H. 
The option plunges me in deep diftraftion ! — 
How {hall I nile when ghaſtly death holds high 
The threat'ning barb to pierce a brother's heart ; 
And what are frowns to thoſe who can compel? 


\ 


HARPAx. Þ 
I'd rather far perſuade ; — be quick ; — reſolve. 


| ARDEMIA, 

Thy queſtion is an awful one, too vaſt 

For the deliberation of a moment : 

Grant me an hour to ponder well its weight, 
And fly to ſave my brother! 


HARPAZXs 


Thou well know'ſ 
The terms of his acquittal ! — 


ARDEMIA. © 


Ofc I've heard 
That fortitude and mercy are twin ſiſters ; j 
Circling 


633 


— 


1 > Te gg AI TES EIS 
"x bee ED Then Sy ED IRS 
* — r Fa, —＋ 


— — — -. IE —— — y — * — wy 0 e 5 
; 8 — OPEN 822 — — — — —— 
2 r 2 0 — ä 2 K FI m2 — oof rr 8 rr Z — 
9 ö 9 2 * * 1 - = Fer ** 95 " 7 D r „ , 
a * = RT 2 9 rr r — LAS ade, > mln, ar es ob — es. + * — ＋ * — 2 — > 9 0 - 
0 — . — — — — — . — — — — 1 — = LT - . . 


TI! paint thy brother's virtues with ſuch force, 
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Circling each other, as the curling ivy 

Clings round the lofty oak: — oh ! if thou'rt brave, 
Be gen'rous then, and reſcue from deſtruction | 


The braveſt, worthieſt, nobleſt, of his race! 


HARPAX, 

Away! affeCtion is beſt prov'd by deeds : _ 
Come, there's no time to parley ; ſpeak his fate, 
Conſent, or he muſt periſh ! — { $4 

| [Offering violence. 

ARDEMIA., 
| Monſter, fiend! — 

He ſhall not periſh ! — Off, baſe miſcreant, off! — 
He ſhall not periſh ; nor ſhall thy baſe arts 
Efcape detection! — Didſt thou think me then 
The eaſy dupe of thy dull artifice, 


Thou hoary ruffian ! — 
HARPAX, 
Ha ! the ſtorm is up; 
I muſt allay its rage, or periſh in it, — [Afde. 


Ardemia, lovelieſt when ſevereſt try'd, 

Riſing like gold from the refiner's fire, 

Forgive th' apparent injury thou'ſt ſuffer'd, — 
The blood rolls torpid through theſe aged veins, 
Nor does this boſom glow with youthful fires ; 

T was but a feint, to th'utmoſt meant to prove 
Thy far-fam'd virtue : — honour'd in the field, 
Rever'd in council, ſhall Gadates live ! — 


|  ARDEMIA, 
Shall he then live ? Oh! ſpeak that word again. 


HARPAxX. 
He ſhall ! and bleſs the day he ſought our camp! — 


His 
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His manly caution, and his martial rage; 
His love to thee, his duty to his prince, 
With ſuch an energy of dition urge; 
That Cyrus ſhall perforce his pardon ſeal, 
And ſend him back to proud Aſſyria's tents 
Loaded with honours and the wealth of Perſia. 


ARD EMIA. 
Moſt lib'ral aan — canſt thou then ir 2— 


HARPAX. 
Canſt thou? — no more! — ſend inſtant to — 
And let her know that tidings from her lord 
Are by a ſpecial meſſenger arriv'd : — - 


I go to liberate the en — farewel ! — 
THO Haxrax. 


| ARDEMIA ſolas 

Go, and each favouring god thy ſteps attend! 
Where am I ? What unknown, aerial, pow'r 
With pleaſing viſions agitates my fancy 

And leads me on through labyrinths of error ? 
Now deep and brooding darkneſs veils the ſcene ; 
Now bright and luminous the landſcapes riſe, 
And Phcebus diſſipates the iron gloom, 

Can the moſt virtuous and moſt grov'ling paſſions 
Meet in one mind? — baſe vice and bright perſeCtion ! — 
I'll think no more; but treaſure in my mind 


In ſacred ſecrecy this day's events. | 
| | [ Exit. 
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SCENE IV. 
The royal pavilion. 


CYRUS ſeated on a throne beneath a canopy of late, holding 
a military council: on one ſide of the throne ARTABA- 
Z Us, on the other fide HARPAX: ARASPES ar- 
tending with GADATES . with other officers, 


attendants, oc. 
CYRUS, 


No, Harpax, no! let mercy, not revenge, | 
Diſtinguiſh Perſia's counſels : though his life 
Be juſtly forfeit, yet he ſhall not die. 


| „ _, HARPAX. 
Then ſhall triumphant treaſon midſt our camp 


Stalk at noon-day, and through whole W ſpread | 


The baſe contagion. 
CYRUS, 


To this firſt offence 
Our mercy grants oblivion ; if abus d, 
Then Juſtice ſhall aſſume her ſterneſt brow, 
And light in vengeance on the culprit's head. 


HARPAx. 
The plot lies deeper than thou ſeem'ſt aware: 
Strike at the . and cruſh the embryo treaſon. 


CYRUS. 
What = WP can thy impetuous zeal produce 
Of treaſon in the captives ? 
HARPAX, 

Midſt their tents 
Long time he lurk'd in that deceitful garb, 
Nor know we what dark ſchemes before were laid : 
The whole we jaw might be a ſtudy'd fraud, 
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A well-plann'd artifice, deſign'd to cheat 
Araſpes, too much bent on lenity 


ARAsPES. 

As thou, fierce Harpax, on revenge and blood! — 
Great prince, I firmly from my ſoul believe 
The captives guiltleſs of intended flight, 
As yonder pris'ner of a ſtudy'd plot 
Againſt the dignity of Perſia's crown. 
When ſeiz'd, no ſigns of guilt his looks betray'd, 
But with a conſcious manlineſs he cry'd, 
« To Cyrus, juſt as valiant, I appeal, 
« And bow me to his will.” 

C Rus. : 

Then hear that will 15 

That he be 11555 and thou his bonds embrace. | 


GADATES. 
No ! rather bind me in eternal chains 
Than doom the cauſe of freedom torn 8 
From one by ev'ry gen'rous act endear d 5 


AR AS PES. R726 


I thank thee ; and rejoice *twas in my pow'r 
To gain thy freedom ; but too well I know 


The fatal oak 
GADATES., 


Oh! tell me, I conjure thee | 
ARASPES.., 1 
For all bright Mithra's glowing beam ſurveys 
I would not, chief: — be latisfy'd N. h 


Art not that cauſe, —— AY 
CYRUS... - 


Gadates, thou art thaw: ; 
Let that ſufice, 1 nor drive to penetrate 43 
* | Our 
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Our counſels farther : — to th'Aſſyrian camp 
A choſen band ſhall guard thy backward ſteps, 
Nor let our kindneſs meet a baſe return, 


GADATES., 
To the remoteſt period of my life 
Thy unexampled goodneſs will be grav'd 
On this moſt grateful heart : one only boon 
My anxious heart of Perſia's prince demands. 


CYRUS, 
Name it. 90 
GADATES, 


| To ſee Panthea, from whoſe lord 
bear a token of his ardent love. 


CYRUS. 
Haſt thou not ſeen her? 


GADATES, 

No : her royal word, 
She urg'd, forbade it without leave obtain'd 
From thee her gen'rous captor. 


— 


CYRUS. 
Harpax, hear; 
And learn how baſeleſs thy ſuſpicions prove 
Of that fair paragon of faith and honour ! - 
Go, bear the welcome tidings to her ear. — 
Thou, Artabazus, guide him to her tent, 
And henceforth take in charge that beauteous captive. 
See that the treaſures he profuſely ſhow'rd 
Amidſt our troops be faithfully reſtor'd, 
And let him know our Perſians ſcorn for gold 
To ſacrifice their duty to their foy'reign, —— 
Advent'rous youth, farewel ! — 


GADATES, 


And meet without a ſigh my threaten'd doom. 
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GAD AT ES. 


* 


Moſt honour'd prince, 
This kindneſs hath ſubdu'd whom all thy pow'r 


Could neꝰ er have bow'd beneath the Perſian yoke ! — 
And thou, brave chief, whatever be thy fate, 
Still know Gadates for thy firmeſt friend | — 

| [Exeunt ARTABAZUS and GADATES, 


"CY: 

Harpax, Araſpes to thy tent receive 
Our honour bids that he be ſtrictly guarded, 
At duſk expect me there, and when I come 
See that the pris'ner be alone, — and mark, 
Let no intruder interrupt our converſe, OY Y 

b [Exit CYRUS, 
HARPAX, 0 > 
This is the grateful recompence beſtow'd 
By this fam'd captive, this fair paragon 
Of matchleſs virtue, for your anxious care 
To heap around her ev'ry human bleſſing 
Could ſoothe captivity and ſoften grief. 


ARASPES. 
Harpax, I murmur not : my broken oath, 
The violated orders of my king, 
Rouze the juſt vengeance of the gods and Cyrus. 
Reſign'd I wait the ſtern decree of heav'n, | 


[E xeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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PANTHEA, on 


E 


SCENE I. 
The tent of Harpax. 


Enter CYRUS. 
CYRUS, ARASPES, HARPAX. 


| ARASPES. 

TY TOW ſhall a wretch, o'erwhelm'd with infamy, 
Approach the ſpotleſs virtue of a prince, 

Whoſe heart's impregnable to buman frailty ? 


CYRUS. 
To perfidy I truſt impregnable ! 
Who human frailty *ſcapes is more than human. 


| | ARASPES. 
There Cyrus deigns to plead Araſpes* cauſe : 


For, hadft thou ever ſeen the beauteous ſource 


Whence flows my dire difgrace, ſcarcely thyſelf 
Would have been proof againſt ſuch matchleſs charms ! 


CYRUS, 
Therefore I ſhunn'd as deatn the fatal ſnare : 
But thou muſt brave their pow'r, and on thy head 
Heap twofold ruin, ſiuice thy headlong paſſion 
Hati trampled all the laws of earth and heay'n ! 
By this one act of ſhameleſs turpitude 
The Perſian laurels are for ever ſtal- d! 
Henceforth through ev'ry nation of the earth 
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We ſhall be branded as a ſavage race 
Of bloody tyrants, deaf to all the cries 


Of faith and juſtice, whom ſucceſs and conqueſt 
Urge to new deeds of horror! — Doſt thou think 


Thy life, now forfeit by thy guilt, can expiate 
The deep and odious ſtain my honour bears? 
No; nor the ſtreaming blood of all thy race 


ARAS PES. 
I own my doom deſerv'd ; my ſentence juſt; 
But the loſt friendſhip of my honour'd liege 
Aflits me more than chains or death itſelf ! 


| CYRUS. 
Think 1 thy ſolemn oath baſely infring'd, 
And dread not mine but heav'ns avenging ire. 
ARASPES. 
Our holy magi have with awful rites 
Implor'd its mercy, and the anſw ring omens 
Declare the gods appeas'd. 


CYRUS, „ Oe” 


Know then thy prince, 


Led by their bright example, ſeals thy pardon ! 
Thy fatal error yet may be aton'd ; 

I have occaſion for thy ſervices 

Upon a ſecret dang*rous embaſſy 


Of high importance, 
ARASPES. 


To the fartheſt bound 
Of the wide earch PII fly to execute 
My ſov'reign's will 
CYRUS. 


The bus'neſs aſks diſpatch, 


Delay would blaſt th'attempt ! — This very night, 
Amidſt 


E 3 
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Amidft ſurrounding darkneſs, thou muſt pierce 
With ſome choice cavalry tu' Aſſyrian camp, 
Spread terror and confuſion through their lines, 
And aid the flight of a brave Syrian chief, 
Who, with ten thouſand veteran troops, prepares 
To join the Perſian ſtandard : nor be ſtartled | 
When I inform thee 'tis that injur'd prince, 
Whom thy raſh love would have diſhonour'd, claims 
This ſignal ſervice. 
ARASPEsS. 

How! the king of Suſa 7 — 
Oh! with what face can I behold that prince, 
Whoſe wounded hotour will demand revenge 
The inſtant he ſurveys his deadlieſt foe, — 
I'll frankly on my crime, call down his vengeance, 
And lay my boſom open to his ſword ! 


CYRUS, 
The time will not allow ſuch frank confeſſion, 
Thy name he knows not, nor perhaps the fact; 
Perform my orders, leave the reſt to me. 
Gadates, to our intereſt moſt attach'd, 
Is to our camp return'd, has join'd our forces, 
And brings theſe joyful tidings from his friend. 

ARASPESs— _ 

Haply that chieftain has reveal'd the whole, — 


CYRUS, 


The cauſe of thy confinement and diſgrace 


Was, by my orders, purpoſely conceal'd 
From his moſt anxious ſcrutiny. — Away! 
"Tis glory calls! — Gadates, glitt'ring bright 
In Perſian arms, and breathing high revenge 
For various inſults offer'd to his friend 
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By Lydia's prince, that urge his bold revolt, 
Waits to condud thy ſteps to victory. — 
The troops are marſhalPd, and with one loud voice 
Demand their gen'ral. 


ARASPES, 
Joyful I obey 
The glorious ſummons : — Love, no more thy ſport ! = 
My gratitude to thee ſhall nerve this arm 
With more than wonted vigour, while the rage 
Of that brave band, more furious from reſtraint, 
Shall burſt in thunder on th'aſtoniſh'd foe ! 
[Exeunt CYRUs and ARASPES, 


HARPAX ſolus. 


So, this accurſt Gadates is return'd 
To blait my purpoſes and mar my hopes! 

Ardemia, without doubt, will ſtrongly paint 

My late attempts upon her boaſted virtue; | 

And my bold efforts to procure his death 

Will rouze to madneſs this impetuous youth, —— 

Thus far my ſchemes have fail'd ! — {till one remains, 
Bold, prompt, deciſive, like the mind that form'd it! — 
I've in my charge the royal ſignet, giv'n 

By Cyrus for occaſion of high moment : 

'This to her tent, through midnight's circling gloom, 
Will clear my way. — But hold ! *rwere ſafer far 

She came to me |! — Amidſt the captive train 

There is a ſullen ſlave of Egypt's race, 

Whoſe ſoul ſeems fit for dark intrigues and treaſon ; 

Ill force or bribe him to my ſecret purpole ! 


[ Ext. 


E 4 Re-enters 
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Re. enters with an EGYPTIAN SLAVE. 


| HARPAX. 4 
Memphian, come near me. — Thou art vers'd in wiles, 
Or much thy looks belie thee ! — Dar'ſt thou add, 
To the dark ſecrets treaſur'd in thy heart, 
One that in blackneſs will ſurpaſs them all ? 


SLAVE. 
When in the ſervice of my honour'd maſter, 
Egypt's imperial lord, he deign'd to make 
This breaſt the center of his inmoſt counſels ; 
Counſels that crumbled empires into duſt 


And laid the world in blogd ! — 


HARPAX, 
I doubt thee not! : 
Conſpiracies and murders ot to thee 
Fainiliar things ! — Rear me ; but firſt behold 
With ſteady eye this dagger! — Mark it well! — 
And know, that, if the dreadful ſecret *ſcape thee, 
I plunge its point that inſtant in thy heart ! 


SLAVE, 

I ſtand your captive, by the chance of war 
Number'd amidſt the meaneſt of your ſlaves; 
But I have principles of nobler growth, 
And icorn his confidence to violate 
Who dares repoſe it in a yanquiſh'd foe, — 
Try threat was needleſs! — 

HARPAX, 


Ah! thy manly anſwer 
Breathes a bold ſpirit ; I recant that threat, M 
| Y 
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My wiſh was rather to ſecure thy love 


Than force by terror; but thy ſullen air 
And ſtubborn haughtineſs compell'd miſtruſt. 


SLAVE. 
When in theſe ears inceſſantly reſound 
The eries of a lov'd brother, ſlain by thee, 
How ſhall this aſpect be array'd in ſmiles ! 


HARPAX, 
The chance of battie might have levell'd thee, 
And ſpar'd that brother. 


SLAVE. 
Oh ! had heav'n thus wild! 
But ſpeak thy purpoſe, and command thy ſlave. 


| HARPAX:. 
Doſt thou not hate the Perſians ? 


SLAVE. 
| From my ſoul ! 
HARPAx. © 
Give me thy hand; thou'rt from this moment free. 
Born in luxurious Media's ſplendid court 
I'm weary of their rigid diſcipline, 
Their yaunted abſtinence, their ſpecious virtue, 
And mean ere dawn to join th' Aſſyrian hoſt ; — 
Wilt thou attend my ſteps ? . 


SLAVE, 
Through flood and flame 


HARPAXT. 
Firſt give undoubted proof of this thy BY 
And undertake an errand of great truſt, 


SLAVE, 
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IAE. 
N Ws confer wi beſt efforts. ah 


"* HARPAX. 
A beauteous 1 of Panthea's train 
Has fir'd my ſoul, and mutt perforce go with us. 
Ardemia's name hath reach'd thine ear; her brothery 
Gadates, hath revolted to our camp ; 
And, with Araſpes and a choſen band, 
Is on the march to aid the like revolt 
Of Suſa's king, who, with ten thouſand horſe, 
Prepares to join the Perſians : — note my purpoſe ; — 
Ardemia loves Araſpes ; tis my fate 


With hopeleſs love to languiſh for Ardemia; 


And mine ſhe ſhall be, or by fraud or force! 


Our joint exertions may ſecure the prize. 
SLAVE. 

How ? ſpeak. — 
| HARPAX. 

She thinks Araſpes ill in bonds, 

And ſentenc'd to inevitable death. 

Thou know'ſt her tent: —take this ; tis the king's ſignet : 

The guards will let thee paſs : demand her ear; 

Tell her thou com'ſt from the loſt lord Araſpes, 

Who, bound in chains, and on death's awful verge, 

With all the anguiſh of diſtracted love, 

Requeſts to ſee her, ere the die be caſt, 

Beneath the covert of night's friendly gloom. 

I will, mean time, prepare for inſtant flight, 

And wait your coming at the weſtern bound 

Of Fm gloomy grove. — Uſe i and proſper. 


SLAVE. 


Within this hour, if the bold ſcheme ſucceed, 
I. Ardemia 
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Ardemia ſhall be thine ! - O Liberty, 1 


And chou ſhalt viſit this defponding heart! | 
8 | {Exeunt Harrax and SLAVE, 


SCENE IT. 


A kind of _ near the text of Panthea, who is djeovered 
walking with her flaves. 


PANTHEA. 
Now, wide and deep, the ſhades of night 3 
And all the works of nature and of art 
Lie bury'd in the broad incumbent gloom! 
An awful ſilence reigns throughout the camp, 
And gives new terrors to my boding heart! 
[She reads a paper. 
6 This night expect me in the Perſian camp: 
« Ten thoufand choſen youths in fight renown'd, 
« The flow'r of Suſa, on my Reps attend, 
« Impatient for thy injur'd huſband's nod 
« To burſt their ranks !” —— Oh! moſt inſulted prince, 
May heav'n direct thy ſteps ! — Where does my friend, 
The comrade of my woes, Ardemia loiter ? — 


SLAVE. 
Diſtracted 1 wild grief ſhe rends her WY 
And loathes all food; nor can Gadates freed 
Aſſuage her anguiſh for Araſpes baund. 


PAN THERA. 
Fly hence, and bear my abſolute command 
That ſhe attend me here without delay. — | 
. [Exit SLAvx. 
My firſt endeavour, when my lord arrives, 
Shall be to reſcue from diſgraceful bonds 


That 


Go PANT HE A, OR 


That ah] but lib'ral, Chief, —— What do I hear? 
A thouſand clarions ſeem at once to ſound! l. 


The gods have heard my Pray'r! . . . . Tis he, 'tis he! 
My Abradates ſelf . 


_ 
5 nter AN RADATES: the faves withdraw. 


ABRADATES, 

: Yes, beſt of women ! 
Yes, charming prodigy ! *tis he himſelf 
That ſtrains perfection to his beating breaſt ! — 
By heav'n, ſince laſt I preſs'd thoſe balm lips, 
Rapture has been a ſtranger to my heart 
As flumber to my eyes; the warlike trump 
And beaten cymbal fir d my pulſe no more; 
Since thou, for whom I fight, for whom I breathe, 
By an fate wert a aw my arms 


PAN THE A. 
Life of my life, and lord of all my wiſnes, 
This warm embrace o'erpays the thouſand pangs 
That in thy abſence have o'erwhelm'd my ſoul | 
Oh!] I have much to tell thee ; much to praiſe 
In Cyrus, valiant, bountiful, and wife: 
To paint the virtues of that beſt of kings, 
Each gen'rous action, and each godlike thought, 
Eternity would fail! What blood is this 
That ſtains thy veſt ? — Oh! horror! — 


ABRADATES, 
57 *Tis the blood 
Of a vain vaunting chief of Egypt's race, 


Sent by her monarch to oppoſe our march, 
And keep me from that paradiſe — thy boſom ! 


PANTHEAs 
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© PANTHEAL 

Thy long delay had fill'd me with alarms ; 
My oy fancy painted out this cauſe, _ 
And ev'ry ſinew ſhudder'd for thy ſafety ! 1 

ABRADATES. | 
Nor without cauſe, if thou the fact hadſt known: 
For, at one moment, fifty pointed ſpears 
Were lifted to my breaſt : — the gallant chief, 
By Cyrus ſent to aid thy huſband's flight, 
My danger ſaw, and through the iron phalanx 
Ruſh'd to my reſcue } — wholoe'er that chief, 
To him thou ow'ſt the life of Abradates, 


PANTHEA, 
May hee? n defend him! 'twas a godlike deed!— 
Oh! may no equal peril riſe hereafter bs 
To want the ſuccour of his friendly ſword 1 — 
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ABRADATES. 

Still let that tongue roll muſic to my ſoul, 
And deluge all its faculties with joy! — _ 
But while theſe kiſſes tell thee I am ſafes” UT, er 
Has not my angel for my private ear | 
Some dreadful tale of horror ! — Why that eye 
Caſt on the earth in ſad and Redfaſt gaze? 


Why do thoſe breaſts with ſudden tumult heave? 
Oh!] let thy huſband to the bottom probe 
This curſed gangrene, feſt'ring round thy heart! 


R 'x 


„ 4 
« » 


What meant thoſe dark myſterious words that clos'd 


Thy lov'd epiſtle ? & Cyrus doubly claims 
« My gratitude, for liberty reſtor'd 


« And virtue. reſcu'd from the ſpoiler's ſnare ! b. 


5 PAN THEA. 
Ab ſpare th queſtion ; let us talk of lave, 
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Of love that's never to be parted more, 
And joys increaſing with revolving years. 
Beſides the ſilver empreſs of the night 

Is in her noon of glory mounted high, 

And warns us to repoſe; thy weary limbs 
Require ſome reſpite from this evening's toil. 
To-morrow we will talk of trivial things, 
To- night let love be all the rapt'rous theme. 


ARA DAT Es. 
Vet for a moment my requeſt indulge, 
I cannot reſt unſatisfy'd in this ! — 


PAN THEA. 
Oh! they were idle words, not worth explainings 
Wrung from me in my agony of grief 
During the ill-brook'd abſence of my lord, 
Perhaps to ſpeed thy coming, — 


ABRADATES., 
Oft I've mark'd 

The magnanimity that ſtamps thy conduct, 
Prone to forgiveneſs, to revenge averſe ; | 
And frequent have thy ſtreaming ſorrows ſav'd 
The deſtin'd culprit, when th'impending ſtroke 
Was juſt deſcending on his guilty head ! 
But, when thou turn'ſt accuſer, tis no point 
Of trivial moment labours in that breaſt. 


PANTHEA. 
Well doſt thou know the thouſand perfidies, 
The glitt'ring frauds, that haunt the courts of kings; 
And canſt thou think the ſplendid court of Cyrus 
Leſs fertile of inſidious wiles than thine ? — 


ARA DATES. 
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ABRADATES. 
What haſt thou ſaid ? Shall perhdy engage 
Panthea' O eloquence? | 
PANTHEA., 
Forbid it, heav'n!. 
But if, tranſported by impetuous paſſion, 
Some raſh brave chief ſhould violate his vow, 
Form'd in th'exulting confidence of youth. 
Say, is the man thus plung'd in partial guilt 
The object moſt of vengeance or compaſſion? 
ABRADATES. 
Whoe' er has dar'd to entertain one thought 
Of injuring Panthea's ſpotleſs charms 
Is the fix'd object of my juſt revenge! — a 
What doſt thou mean? — reſolve me : — ev*ry word _ 
Shoots like a burning arrow through my foul, — 
That ſwells with horrid doubts and apprehenſions! 
Reſolve this dark znigma ! 


PANTHEA, = 
Calm thy fury: 
My words, howe'er myſterious, nought imply'd 
To kindle ſuch a dreadful conflict there. 
Preſs me not farther ; but be ſatisfy'd 
I'm ſafe and conſtant. — 


ABRADATES. / 

On my bended knee, 

By all the ſacred ties of love and honour, 
I do intreat thee to reveal this matter; 

That, if the hand of inſult or the tongue 

Of foul reproach hath dar'd to wrong my love, 

This ſword may do thee juſtice, and theſe feet 

Trample the baſe offender ! * 


0 * 


PAN THEA. 


«GG PANTHEA, os 
AN TEE. 
| O my lord, 

J dare not now, fo high thy paſſion flames, 
Regardleſs of the time, the place, the ſubject ; 
Perhaps, by ſtation as by birth exalted, 

He at the head of Perſia's nobles ſtands, 
Nor fears thy vengeance. 


ABRADATES, 

If the ruffian baſk 
In the full ſunſhine of the Perſian court, 
Or'to their altars cling with hands profane, 
P11 drag him forth to juſtice ! nay, if ſcreen'd 
By Perſia's monarch from my juſt revenge, 
To Suſa's tow'rs I'll guide my faithful bands, 
There ſummon all the forces of my empire, 
And charge him at the head of Perſia's armies ! 


PANTHEA, 
Reſtrain at preſent thy unbridled rage, 
And, ere the morning pour his golden beam, 
The whole ſhall be reveal'd: within my tent 
Love and repoſe await my ling'ring lord. — 


ABRADATES, 
Dear injur'd ſuff rer, in the cauſe of virtue 
Forgive my warmth, and let me lead thee thither, 
Beauteous and blooming as when fav'ring heav'n 
Firſt gave thee to my arms, in whoſe warm folds 
Thou ſhalt unboſom all thy load of cares, 
And pour out all thy foul without a bluſh ! 


[Excunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Il. 


e grove. 4 


Enter ARDEMIA with the SLAVE. The lere is dar- 
. 


| ARDEMIA. 

Ye wand' ring fires! and thou, O conſcious moon 
Withdraw thoſe adverſe beams : I aſk no light, 
But friendly darkneſs, to conduQt my ſteps 

On this bold enterpriſe of love. Of love... 
Of horror ! , , . by ſome lamp's dim light to ſee 
All that I doat on languiſhing in bonds, 

Reſery'd for death, doom'd never more to view 
Yon radiant orb'! — Oh! fad reverſe of fate 

And ſtrange as ſad: for, never to this hour 

Has my dear envy'd rival ought reveal'd 

To criminate the young and gallant chief. 

Tis ſome dark ſecret foe that plots his ruin — 


Enter HARPAX at a d. Rance. 


Perhaps the villain Harpax, whoſe baſe wiles, 
In ſpite of ſolemn and repeated vows, 

Had well nigh plung'd Gadates in deſtruction 
That execrable fiend may be his murd'rer ! — 


5 
HaARPAx. 


I hank thee, kind Ardemia 1— 272 8 


— 


ARDEMIA. „ 
5 Ha! where am 1 1 
What 3 wilderneſs is this ſurrounds me? 


Help me, Juſt gods! — | 
| F  HARPAX, 


a . 
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HARPAx. 

f All help is far enough: 

My faithful bands are off: their foaming ſteeds 
Already ſnuff the air of Syria's camp ! 


[ A/ide. 
Ardemia | — [.[n a low voice. 


| ARDEMIA. 
Ha! Araſpes! — 


HARPAX. 
| Not fo bleſt ! 


ARDEMIA., 


What art thou? — Speak 


HARPAX. 


That execrable fiend 
Ardemia lately nam'd. — 


ARDEMIA, | 
How, — what, — and whence ? 


HARPAX. 


_ Harpax, emerging from the yawning hell 


Of deep deſpair and diſappointed love. — 


 ARDEMIA. 
Open, thou earth, and ſwallow me alive | — 
Where are thy lightnings, Jove? — 


HARPAX, 
Come, *tis near dawn ! 


ARDEMIA, 
Come! whither ? — Mercy, mercy, pitying heav'n ! — 


HARPAX, 
Collect thy ſpirits, tis no tedious journey. 


ARDEMIA, 


What would'ſt thou, monſter ? 
| HARPARX, 
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HARPAX. 
Have a care, ſubmit, 


Thou'rt wholly in our pow'r. 
ARDEMIA, 
Villain, *tis falſe ! 
The gods will guard my virtue from thy fury ! — 
They offer to bind her, ſhe ſhrieks, 


| ARASPES and GADATES ruſh in, 


. GA DATES. 
What do I hear ? — whom ſee? — By all the pow'rs 
Of earth and heav'n yon pale devoted victim 
Should be my ſiſter, or ſome ſhadowy being 
Uſurps her image at this twilight hour! — 
Oh!] ſpeak, if thou haſt life! — 
| ARDEMIA, 
What life remains 
Shall be conſum'd in grateful pray'rs to heav'n 
For my deliv*rers, thoſe whoſe timely aid 
 Hath ſnatch'd me from that miſcreant's cruel pow'r 


| GADATES. 
Retire, Araſpes, with the trembling maid ; 
Support her, ſoothe her, till my righteous ſword 
Hath pour'd due vengeance on this ruffian's head. 
| [ Exeunt ARASPES and AR DEMIA. 
I think thy name is Harpax ? 


HARPAX, 
Yes; ſworn foe 
To curſt Gadates and his race! 
| GADATES, 
: Thy deeds 
Moſt amply verify the bold avowal. — 
#4 F 2 
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My blood with unrelenting rage thou ſought'ſt, 


And now with no leſs ſavage fury glow'ſt 
In everlaſting infamy to plunge 


An only ſiſter, beautiful and good 
As thou art baſe and monſtrous. 


HARPAX. 


Mark this face: 
gay, did it never ſtrike thy ſaul with terror? 


GADATES, | * 
With horror oft for thy unheard-of baſeneſs; 
J know not terror | — 

HARPAX. 
Doſt thou not remember 

Our long-fought conteſt on that fatal day 
Aſſyria, vanquiſh'd, ſaw her ſons expire, 
And yon pale captive with her idol queen 
Led pris'ner to theſe tents? Say, was no terror 
'Then painted on thy brow ? | 


GADATES., 

I own, thine arm 
Accompliſh'd wonders on the bloody field, 
But for thy brav'ry on that day diſplay d, 
I would not ſtain my faulchion with thy blood, 
But leave thee, like the vulgar vile aſſaſſin, 
To thejuſt death th*avenging laws ordain 
For knaves and traitors. — 


HARPAX., 
Baſe Aſſyrian dog ! 


Retract thy words, or, by the ſoul of Cyrus, 


I'll ope the ſluices of thy coward blood 
And bid the vultures riot on thy heart | — 


GADATE Ss 
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Avia, barbarian, with thy menaces; 
I heed them not: — tis virtue nerves this arm; — 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape though millions fought beſide thee. 
Come on! — ann get thee to thy native hell, 


[They fight; HARP Ax fall. 
Thou vile affemblage of each fiendlike vice! 
Groan on, and with thoſe dying ſounds delight 
His ear, whoſe ſiſter thou hadſt nearly ruin'd ! — 


HARPAX, . 
Diſtraction! at the tow'ring point of bliſs 

To be thus foil'd ; and by a ſtripling's ſword | — 
A thouſand paſſions raging for a vent 

Tempeſt my ſoul, and through each fever'd pulſe 
Shoot pangs and madneſs! — Oh! my heart, my brain! 


| [ Dies . 
GADATEsS. 


Like whirlwinds, long in mountain caverns pent, 
Ruſh'd his tumultuous ſpirit forth, in death 
Boiſt'rous as life ! leaving one dreadful proof, 
That valour, though its radiant flame deſcend 
From heav'n and fire the boſom of the gods, «- 
Is ſometimes with the meaneſt vices join'd, 

And leaves its owner, like yon hot-brain'd ruſſian, 
A more conſpicuous mark of ſhame and ſcorn, 
The jeſt and execration of the world ! — 


Re-enter ARDEMIA and ARASPES. 


ARDEMIA, 
Ah! dead: unhappy wretch ! — to mourn thy fate 
In me were rank hypocriſy ; — with thee 
My fears are alſo dead! — bu: art chou ſafe, 
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O doubly dear; the ſaviour of my life, 
And brother of my heart ? 


GADATES, 
| Haſt thou no name 
Of equal warmth to laviſh on my friend; 
Alike thy ſaviour, and of worth more dear! 


AR DEM IA. 
Alas ! how dear, Araſpes knows too well! 


ARASPES, | 
Too well I know how little I've deſerv'd 
This gen'rous goodneſs of the fair Ardemia ! 


My life's whole ſtudy, all my ſoul's ambition, 


Shall be to merit thy exalted love! — 
Gadites knows not half the mighty debt 
Of gratitude I owe his beauteous ſiſter, 
Nor half the villany his arm hath cruſh'd 
In that vile traitor Harpax ! 


GADATES, 
Such I thought 
Th'event would prove; but of his farther guilt 
Who hath inform'd thee ? | 


ARASPES, 

Part thoſe lovely lips 
Have juſt reveal'd : — at preſent let us wave 
The hateful ſubject ; for, thoſe weary limbs, 
That ſought Araſpes languiſhing in bonds, 
Demand repoſe : — we'll guard her to thy tent; 
And, while ſoft ſlumbers cloſe Ardemia's eyes, 
Fl open all his deep and monſtrous guilt, 

4 | Y | | [Exeunt, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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SCENE I. 
The royal pavilion. 


CYRUS, ABRADATES. 


ABRADATES. 21 
LLUSTRIOUS monarch ! whoſe unrivall'd fame, 
For ev'ry great, aſpiring, godlike, virtue, 
Rings through the world; what off ring ſhall I bring, 
What glowing phraſe can utter half my thanks, 
For all thy favours heap'd upon Panthea? 
The choiceſt warriors Suſa ever train'd 
Shall thank thee with their blood ! 


CYRUS... bi 
Thy fervent zeal, 
Brave prince, hath far o'erpaid my ſlender merits: 
For, by the ſhades of my bold anceſtors, 


On a more martial band, yon riſing ſun 


Our Perſians hail ne'er pour'd his glowing beam. 


 ABRADATES. 
The mighty debt can never be o'erpaid |! 
Captive, and thine by ev'ry right of war, 
Thou didſt not only from my angels char ins 
Thyſelf with manly temperance forbear, 
But, if report informs me right, hath doom'd 
To infamy and death a boſom friend, 


* 4 Though 


T2 PANTHEA, on 
Though tainted but in thought with the baſe hope 
To ſtain the honours of my bridal bed. 


CYRUS. 
There thou haſt torn a wound that rankles deep: 
That boſom friend —— Oh ! let me plead the cauſe 
Of erring youth, repentant and reclaim'd. 


ABR ADATES. 

Thou need'ſt not: — for an abler advocate 
(Forgive that licence, prince) hath urg d the ſuit 
With ſuch reſiſtleſs eloquence, — - hath drawn 
The brighter qualities that grace his mind, 

His valour, generoſity, and worth 

With ſuch a warmth of colouring, — as compell'd me 
To check the riſing torrent of reſentment, 

And promiſe full oblivion of the deed. 

If thou thy gracious favour wilt reſtore him, 

I will with open arms embrace the culprit, * 

And claſp him as a brother to my heart. 


CYRUS, 
If ſuch thy ſentiments, thou art indeed . 
To Perſia an invaluable gain! — = 
He ſhall be ſummon'd inſtantly, and hear 
The gen'rous pardon thou haſt juſt pronounc'd, — 
Guards, bid Araſpes on our will attend. - 


Enter an OFFICER, ; 


OFFICER, 


My liege, Araſpes, with his friend Gadates, 
Solicits audience of your majeſty, 


Enter 


r 
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Enter ARASPES; GADATES. 


[ABRADATES Parts at ſeeing ARASPES, who ic 
preſented to him by Cyrus, | 


CYRUS. 
Behold, 0 prince, in that dejected look.” 1 
Remorſe and gen' rous grief | — when thou haſt known 
His guileleſs heart, as I from infancy 
Have known and try A, thou'lt glory in an act 
That reſcues from deſpair a noble mind, 


ABRADATES. | 
| How! was the guardian of my life Araſpes?: - 
Cyrus, thou know'ſt not that in this embrace 


TD [ Embraces bim. 
I claſp with heart-felt wah the chief, 


Whoſe valour, in a furious onſet made 
By Egypt's phalanx to prevent our junction, 
Snatch'd wok the verge of fate my * life. 


\ 


ARASPES. TON. 
If I had periſh'd in defence of him Ws 
Whom l' ve thus injur'd, death would have been deck d 
With glory's brighteit beams, and I had fall'n 
With rapture only equall'd by my grief 


For the deep wounds I've given thy repoſe ! 
| ABRADATES 
No longer dwell on that unwelcome theme : 
*Tis gone, forgot; the paſſing winds diſperſe: - 
All mem'ry-of the fact, and leave my ſoul 
At leiſure to ſurvey the nobler traits 
Olk virtue, glowing in thy lib'ral-mind, 

5 _ AlkAoyens. © 

O gen'rous deed | O moſt unequall'd goodneſs ! 


Such 
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Such as the annals of the world deny! 
. _ . GADATES, 
Could I in Cyrus find as mild a judge 
For the raſh deed this arm hath dar'd [ 
: ErRvs. | 
a Wat clouds 
Gadates' gloomy brow ? My brave ally 
Can never want a lenient judge in . 


GA DATES. 
Dread ſir, forgive me if Pve dar'd to ſnatch 
The ſword from public juſtice, and avenge 
The wrongs of a lov'd tifter, dear life | 
And virtuous as the progeny of h n 


CYRUS. 
Boldly pronounce th'offence. 


GADATES. | 
Prince, on this ſword 
The blood of Harpax ſtreams. ; 


BY — . 
What 8 rage 
Urg'd thee to combat with the furious Mede ? 


o GADATES, 
Againſt Ardemia's virtue and my life 
His bold and uniform intrigues arouz'd 
My ſleeping, vengeance, and this truſty ſabre 
Slew him juſt plunging in the twofold guilt 
Of rape and treaſon ! 
CYRUS, 
How ! — let ample proofs 
Evince that treaſon ; or, the Perſian laws, 
Severe, 
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Severe, immutable, muſt-have their courts,” 
CG" blood for blood ! 


 GADATES, 
His dark deſigns 
This letter will unfold : ere break of dawn 
His purpoſe was t' have join'd th'Afſyrian camp, 
And borne Ardemia far beyond the reach 
Of this protecting arm: his guards are fled : 
And this thy ſignet from a ſlave I forc'd, 
The pander of his luſt : let him be ſummon'd: 
Torture hath wrung the gloomy ſecret from him. 


CYRUS, 
Of knaves.and traitors let me know no more 
Than that they're fall'n or fled : thy dauntleſs valour 
Hath cruſh'd the treaſon, and demands applauſe, 


ABRADATES, 

Pardon me, Cyrus, if I now preſent 

A beauteous ſtranger, who, by my command, 
Waits to do homage to that godlike prince, 

_ Whole virtues tow'r unrivall'd, like his fame ! — 
Nor let Araſpes ſhun the fiery trial, 

But hear his pardon by thoſe lips pronounc'd 

That ſpurn'd the proffers of leſs virtuous moments. 


Enter PANTHEA, ARDEMIA, 


CYRUS. 
Fame, idle babler, hath for once been juſt, 
Or rather hath bely'd the fair one's charms ! 
It told me ſhe was beautiful: tis falſe, - 
She's more than beautiful ; — her air, her form, 
Are all divine, and angels might adore! — 


While, princeſs, with th'admiring world I join 
| | 0 


„% _.- PANTHEA, on 

To hail ſuch charms as ſeldom fill een thrones, 
Permit me to return a nation's thanks. 

For theſe new ſuccours to our pride and proweſs, 


| AN THEA. 
Oh! but a trivial compenſation, weigh'd 
With the high boon by Perſia's prince conferr'd. 
If I could multiply the force they bring 
Tenfold, and add half Aſia to thy train, 
Know in theſe eyes the tribute till were mean ! 


ARDEMIA, 
For me, - had La thouſand brothers, valiant 
As yonder youth, I would renounce them all 
Would Oy not bleed with!) Joy in Cyrus cauſe. 


CYRUS, + 
Oh! fan ſpare me, faireſt of your ſex z 3” © 
To both I feel myſelf for ever bound 
In the firm bonds of endleſs gratitude. 
Ye both have been inſulted, botn abus d: 
Ardemia by a baſe and artful traitor; 
Panthea by a raſh, but gallant, chief, 
Whoſe gen'rous ſorrow! has Itruſ chung d 
From her fair breaſt the.mem'ry of his folly, . | 
Ardemia, in the death of that bold traitor, - 
Hath had her deep-aim'd injury redreſs'd; 
But thou, Panthea, what ſupreme revenge 
Is due for thy wrong'd charms? What ſtern award 
Does beauty to its bold invader doom ? 

PAN THERA. 

Let Abradates tell what deep revenge 
This boſom meditates: — whate'er reſentment 
Repeated inroads on my peace compell'd, 
Heav'n knows compaſſion quickly took its place, 


nd, 
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And, aided by Ardemia's eloquence, 
Seal'd my clos'd lips and half-eFac'd the wrong. 


| cyavs. 

Ardemia's eloquence ! — that ſeems a clue 

To guide us through the maze of late events, 
And ſolves this letter: — but, Panthea, ſpeak; ; 
What puniſhment doſt thou decree Araſpes ? 


PANTHEA, 
To wed Ardemia, and to love my friend 
With as much ardor as he once abs 


For loſt Panthea. 
ARASPEs. 


| O indulgent judge! 
I readily embrace the terms of pardon ; 
And here moſt ſolemnly do pledge my truth 
To that fair advocate, whole try'd affection 
Shall be the pride and tranſport of my lite. | 
| CYRUS. \ 
The ſentence, thus pronounc'd, be mine the taſk 
To ſee moſt rigidly perform'd : = their hands I join, 
In token of th'indiſſoluble bond 
That joins their hearts. 
[They ag: embrace. 
 ABRADATES, 
We are all witneſſes, 
And pledge our faith to ſee the terms fulfill d. 
| [Trumpets ſound at a diſtance. 
cyYRUs, = mat 
Hark ! the loud trumpets clangors pierce my ear ! 
A ſhout as of the whole collected army 
Comes thund'rifig in the wind 
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Enter ARTABAZUS in hafte. 


ARTABAZUS, 
To arms! to arms! 

Enrag'd at the revolt of Suſa's prince 
Our foes are on full march: dark' ning the ground 
From all the heights where late they lay intrench'd, 
And brav'd our boldeſt efforts to diflodge them, 
They ruſh into the plains: in long array, 
Far as the eye can ken, their legions ſtretch 


Full on our front! 


O glorious tidings | — Swell, 
Swell, all our clarions ! wake the loudeſt voice 
Of maily war ! — this day, this glorious day, 
Shall fix the doom of Aſia; give her freedom, 
Or bend her ſtruggling neck beneath the yoke 
Of an ambitious and inſulting tyrant ! — 
Soon, Abradates, I muſt put thy friendſhip 
To the ſevereſt proof. 
ABRADATES, 
I glory, Cyrus, 
That friendſhip is thus early call'd to action! 
| CYRUS. 
And thou, Gadates ; may I find in thee 
A Harpax in the field? 
GADATES. 


Thou ſhalt not fail 
To find me *midft the thickeſt of the fight ! 


| | CYRUS. 

Araſpes too muſt quit the toils of love 

For thoſe where glory points th*unfading palm. 
| ARASPES, 


THE CAPTIVE BRIDE. 79 


ARASPES. 
Love will new-edge my ſword : — ſhe, who with joy 
Could ſee a thouſand brothers bleed for Cyrus, 
Hath taught me that a dauntleſs ſoldier, fir d 
By freedom and bold ardour for his prince, 
Can never fail to fix a woman's love 


- CYRUS, 
Gallantly ſaid, and worthy of Araſpes! — 
Let's to the trial: — when I've well obſerv'd 
The motions of our foes, I will allot 
To each his glorious poſt of toil or peri}, — 
Moſt honour'd princeſs, and thou, fair Ardemia, 
We leave you to return with laurels crown'd _ 
More worthy of your ſmile; for thus the gods, 
The leaders of the Perſian hoſt, ordain - 
I feel the ſacred impulſe urge me on, 


And victory already crowns her ſons ! 
| _ [Exeunt ones. 


SCENE I... 
The field of battle. | 
CYRUS, ARTABAZUS, ABRADATES, ARASPES. 


| ARTABAZUS. 
My lord, ſo vaſt a line our foes extend, 
And ftretch to ſuch a depth their proud array, 
The Perſian front ſeems dwindled to a point, 
And our whole army a devoted band 
Juſt ready to be ſwallow'd up and loſt 
In the vaſt conllux of o'erwhelming nations! 


ARASPES. 
p ve jul explor'd the field: th'unnumber'd hoſt 


From 


antun 
From all the diſtant climes of Aſia ſwarm. 

Phrygia, Cilicia, all the pow'rs of Greece, 
Send forth their myriads : — haughty Babylon, 
With Egypt; Syria, and Phcenicia, join: — _ 
The fearleſs Arab quits his barren wild, 
And Scythia's hardy offspring are in arms: 
Headed by Crœſus, Lydia's wealthy lord, 
Like a deep deluge they come rolling on, 
And threaten univerſal ruin! 


HH | CYRUS. | 
4 ** | 'Tis well : — 
\ But what avail uncounted multitudes 
When the bright pow'rs of heav'n their ad deny? 
That aid, in awful facrifice implor'd, 
Propitious omens have announc'd to Perſia, 
Virtue's a tow'r of living adamant ; 
Its firm-built baſe th'eternal gods have fix'd 
Deep in the center, ſtedfaſt as their thrones, 
While its proud height ſupports the arch of heav'n ! 
Againſt this tow'r, whoſe Iofty ſhadow ſhields 
The Perſian hoſt, Aſſyria points in vain 
Her frantic rage and impotent aſſaults, 
Invincible while they revere the gods! 
ABRADATES, 
Indulge me, Cyrus, if I'burn to prove 
My ſteady faith in ſome conſpicuous poſt 
Of more than common peril. 


CYRUS, 

hBravely thought! 
Thou ſhalt have ample ſcope for gallant action: 
Take thou in charge the chariots, arm'd with ſcythes z 
With theſe ruſh furious on the 2 bands ok 
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That form proud Egypt's phalanx, cloſely wedg'd, 
And clad from head to foot in circling mail. — 
Araſpes, thou the cavalry command: 
And, Artabazus, thou to battle lead 
Our brave undaunted infantry, — Myſelf 
Will charge them at the head of Media's legion; 


Support the ſinking, rally the diſmay'd, 
And ſpur the active to new deeds of glory! 


Enter PANTHEA, ARDEMIA, and a ſlave bearing a 


rich ſuit of armour, 


ARTABAZUS, 
A welcome viſitor to Sufa's prince, 
And charg'd with preſents of no common value, 
Attends to bid her gallant lord adieu. 


PANTHEA. 
Oh! deem not, Cyrus, that I come to ſhake, 
With bland careſſes and with woman's: tears, 
The firmneſs of thy friend: far other aim | 
At this dread criſis led my footſteps hither : — 
I come to bring freſh vigour to his arm, 
And rouze the nerve of valour : — theſe rich veſts 
During the hours of my captivity 
I wrought, and for this glorious day reſerv'd 
To fire his ſoul, amidſt the rage of fight, 
With bold ambition to deſerve thy praiſe, 
And thus repay the load of kindneſſes 
Heap'd on his captive bride | — Wear theſe, my lord, 
[Preſenting Abradates with the armour. 
And in the battle think on her who wrought them; 
Think on the boundleſs generoſity 
Of the brave prince whoſe noble cauſe thou fightꝰſt; 
oi. G And, 
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And, mark me, if with honour thou canſt live, 
Live, and deſerve his love; but, if ſtern fate 
Deny thee life with honour, bravely ſcorn it, 


And have thy name enroll'd among the gods ! 


ABRADATES, [Putting on the armour. ] 
My lovely queen, whatever be my fate 
I ſtand prepar'd : nor ſhall yon conſcious ſun 
Behold me from war's arduous ſcenes return'd 
Till victory with laurels crown my brow, 


Or glory decks with deathleſs palms my bier! 


CYRUS, | 
And now for action! — Warriors, to your poſts: 
The foe advances on with furious ſtrides 1— 
When the fierce conflict of the day is o'er, 
Let thoſe, who fall not, meet me in my tent ; 
The reſt, more happy, banquet with the gods ! 
[Exeunt all but PANTHEA and ARDEMIA, 


[PanTHEA and ARDEMIA remain on the flage, and 
for a. few ſeconds continue in ſilence, with their eyes 
eagerly fixed on the chieftains who are going to take 

their ſeveral poſts in the army of Cyrus. 


PANTHEA. 
Oh! my Ardemia, I have gone too far ! 


As if his proud unconquer'd ſpirit afk'd 


The goading ſpur to drive him headlong on 
To each inviting danger : — theſe raſh lips 
Have added flame to flame, and in his breaſt 
A tempeſt kindled of that dreadful ſort; 


His facred life muſt fall its eaſy prey | — 
The farting tears I ſtruggled to reſtrain 


In floods ſtream forth, and leave me till a woman! 
5 6 ARDEMIA, 
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AR DEM IA. | at; 
A woman ſtill ; but ſurely of thy ſex " 
Lovelieſt and beſt ! — Oh ! check thy tears, and think 
With what a noble ardour thou'ſt fulfill'd 
Each claim of virtuous gratitude ! — Oh ! think 
What manly and reſiſtleſs beauty deck'd 
Thy valiant lord, in thoſe bright veſtments clad ! 
What temper'd majeſty, what winning grace, 
Beam'd from his form as through yon hoſt he paſs'd, 
And ſhed a glory on th'aſtoniſh'd throng ! 


PANTHEA. 
For aught my fervent gratitude hath urg'd 
Thy friend no ſorrow feels: — and yet, methinks, 
The native fortitude, that marks his mind, 
Were pledge ſufficient for his martial daring 
Without my waking valour into fury, 
My ill-tim'd zeal impels him on his fate ; 
I've been more hoſtile than a thouſand foes, 
And pointed all their daggers to his breaſt ! 


ARDEMIA, 
Oh ! madam, in the awful guardianſhip 
Of heav'n confide! Gadates' valu'd life 
The gods will guard from harm; and kings I've heard 
Are their peculiar care, — Xl 


PANTHEA, 
Not far remote, 
By yonder grove, I've mark'd an eminence, 
Whoſe tow'ring ſummit yields a wide ſurvey 
Of all the ſubje& plains : — the ſteep aſcent 
I'll inftant climb, if haply I may ſnatch, 
Amidſt the bright confuſion of the field, 
| G 2 A 
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A laſt glimpſe of my lord ! — Will my Ardemia 
Join her advent'rous friend? 


ARDEMIA, 
*T were better far, 
Reſign'd and patient, in our tents to wait 
Heav'n's high decree | 


PANTHEA. [Mildh.!] 
Away! cool, timid, maid ! 
Thy frozen boſom never felt the flame, 
Warm, irreſiſtible, of genuine love ! 
My rapid feet ſhall mount yon ſummit's brow, 


And thence, with lightning glance, mine eye ſhall rove 


O'er all the crimſon field to find my huſband ! 


ARDEMIA, 
Thou haſt not fortitude to bear the ſight ; 
*T'will overturn thy reaſon's tott'ring frame! — 
Let me conduct thee to my tent from ſcenes 

So big with danger in a thouſand forms. 


PANTHEA, 
Away! Panthea, in a cauſe like this, 


Scorns the weak terrors of her ſex ! — Oh | rouze : 


And, if one ſpark of paſſion fire thy breaſt, 
Follow my ſteps : tis love, *tis glory, points 


The radiant way ! — from yon proud brow we'll view 


Each giant ſon of war in battle join'd, 

See the full tide of martial glory roll, 

Count each bright deed for future fame to blazon, 
And thus anticipate her tardy tale. 


£ 


[Exeunt. 


[Several 
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[ Several armed parties croſs the flage; ſome in actual 
fight, others in haſty purſuit: martial muſie playing 
all the time. At length repeated ſhouts and a full 
chorus of muſic introduce the victorious CYRUS and 
His officers. 


SCENE III. 
The royal pavilion, 
CYRUS, ARTABAZUS, ARASPES, and attendants. 


CYRUS, 
Princes and warriors, hail ! — Well have ye fought, 
And worthy of your glorious anceſtors | — 
Though our proud foe, confiding in his numbers, 
Vaunted to make our hoſts his eaſy prey, 
'T his day's defeat hath taught him wiſer leſſons 
Than thoſe his boundleſs arrogance inſpir d. 
Henceforth, what pow'r ſhall dare the might of Perſia, 
Or who inſult her eagles unreveng'd ? | 


ARTABAZUS. 
At firſt, aſtoniſn'd at th'\unnumber'd throng 
That from the mountains like a torrent pour'd, 
Our vet'rans on the verge of battle paus'd, 
And bore awhile with paſſive fortitude 
Their furjous onſet ; but in vengeance ſoon 
They ruſh'd reſiſtleſs on th'exhauſted foe, 
And ſwept whole legions down. 
CYRUS. 
"Twas then I ſaw 
Your ſtraining courſers fly from rank to rank ; 
Chariot o'er chariot roll'd, and hoſt o'er hoſt, 


Floating amidſt the bloody deluge ! 
G 3 ARTABAZUS. 
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ARTABAZ us. 

| Sire, 
We did but follow our victorious leader, 
Where thy bright ſabre through oppoſing hoſts _ 
Mow'd its terrific way, — Gods! ſhall our prince 
Brave all the toil and hazard of the fight, 
And ihall the vet'rans of his army ſtand 
Idle ſpectators of his youthful proweſs ! 


CYRUS. | 
I thank thee, gen'ral, for thy loyal zeal, 
But let our grateful ſongs to Mithra riſe, 
Whoſe conqu'ring arm led forth our troops to battle: 
Let Perſia's ſeers the royſtic rites prepare, 
And let a hundred courſers of the ſun, 
White as the virgin ſnow, that never felt 
The goading ſteel nor champ'd the foamy bit, 
Pour at the altar's foot their noble blood : 
Sound all the lofty inftruments of war, 
The ſilver clarion, and reſounding cymbal, 
To make a concert worthy of the god! — 
Araſpes, haſte, and execute my will; 
And, when the hour of ſacrifice draws near, 
Let herald trumpets ſummon to the temple. 

| [Exit ARasPEs, 

Theſe hands with ſacred off'rings ſhall adorn 
The glitt'ring porch, and load the bending ſhrines, 
With gems, and purple, and barbaric ſpoils. — 
Some gloomy terrors yet o'ercaſt my ſoul, 
And camp the triumphs of this glorious morn. 
I mark not Suſa's prince amidſt your train, 
Nor dare enquire his fate ! 


ARTABAZUSs 
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ARTABAZUS. 
My honour'd liege, 
11 this day's undiſtinguiſh'd ſlaughter *ſcap'd, 
He had been earlier here to hail our chief, 
And pay the debt of love and graticude 
His heart o'erflows with. 


CYRUS, 

Haply where more due - 
He pays that debt, and lingers in the tent | 
Of his lov'd bride. — Go, chide his long delay; 
Tell him his anxious friend expects his preſence, on 


ARTABAZUS. 
Lo! opportunely to reſolve thy doubts, 
Gadates, his brave comrade in the field, 
With haſty ſtep bends hither, and ſeems charg'd 
With the important tidings of his fate. | 


Enter GADATES. 


GADATES, 
Health and proſperity to Perſia's monarch ! 
a May ev'ry morn of his illuſtrious life 
Riſe crown'd with joy and ſplendour like the preſent: 
Nor let the death of Abradates veil 
In ſhades thy triumph o'er the routed foe. 


CYRUS, 

Pelieve me, friend, the death of one brave prince, 
Wiſe, juſt, and virtuous, as was Abradates, 

An everlaſting ſhade on conqueſt throws, 

And ſullies half my glory; *tis a Joſs 

Which all the wealth of that ambitious prince, 
To curb whoſe inſolence I draw the ſword, 


. Can 
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Where Egypt's ſwarthy myriads, pour'd around, 
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Can never compenſate! — Say, was thine eye 
A witneſs to his death? _ 
GADATES. 
I faw him fall 


Darken'd the plain : — high on his ſcythe-arm'd car, 


Through legions cloven down, he hew'd a paſſage; 


When from a Scythian arm an arrow came 

And pierc'd his fide : inſtant the ſcarlet fluſh 
Forſook his cheek, and half its ſtrength his arm. 
Yet e' en in death he ſhrunk not from his duty ; 
But, as the falling lar, whoſe luſtre gilds | 
'The frozen horrors of the polar night, 

Shoots one bright tranſient blaze, and then expires z 
Thus the bold hero with the tempeſt's rage 

Ruſh'd on the foe ; and, from his lofty ſeat, 

Fell prone to earth, illuſtrious in deſtruction! 


2, , © nn 

Thus ever while we reap thy radiant palms, 
Thou phantom, Glory, does ſome weightier loſs 
Rite to depreciate thy moſt valu'd bleflings ! — 
But let a choſen band explore the field, 

Left impious hands profane his royal perſon, 


GADATES. 
His valiant comrades guard the mangled corpſe, 
A ſad and ſorrowing throng they croud around, 
And, while they gaze upon his glorious wounds, 
Recount his virtues ; — ſome his courage praiſe, 
His wiſlom ſome, while theſe his loſs deplore 
In all the ſilent cloquenee of tears | = 
Cloſe by the bier the frantic princeſs lies, 
Dumb with excels of gricf; fave when the flood, 


That 
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That trembling heſitates in each charg'd eye, 
Burſts from its chryſtal fluices ; then ſhe ſcreams 
Her note of horror in the frighted ear 

Of Egypt's proſtrate chiefs that gaſp around, 
And calls aloud on death to give her back _ 1 
Her ſlaughter'd huſband, or with friendly ſtroke | 
To end at once her mis'ry and her being ! | 


Haſte, uſe each r art to make her quit 
That ſcene of dreadful carnage. 


GAD AT ES. 
All that friendſhip = 
Or tender gef at ſuch diſtreſs could urge 
To tear her from the ſpot I've try'd in vain: 
No pow'r on earth, ſhe cries, ſhall force her from him; 
While, with tremendous vows, ſhe invocates 
The yawning grave t' expand and exp nn both ! 


CYRUS, N 
I doubt not or thy tenderneſs or zeal ; . 
Yet perſevere ; and, when due rites are paid 
To the protecting deities of Perſia, 
Myſelf will haſten to the aid of beauty 


Struggling with all the pangs of virtuous ſorrow. 
[Hxeunt. 


SCENE Iv. 
A magnificent temple. 
ODE TO MITHRA, 


2 
Parent of light,” whoſe burning eye 
Pours on a hundred realms exhauſtleſs day; 
Whether beneath the polar ſky 
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They ſtretch, where Tanais rolls his tardy ſtream, 
Or drink in Lybia thy directer ray: | 
Mlithra, we hail thee our immortal ſire ! 
And, as we gaze on thy diffuſive beam, 
Drink from thy fountain life, and catch rekindling fire! 
Swell loud and deep the choral ſong, 
To Mithra's praiſe the notes prolong, 
Ve ſacred guardians of th' eternal flame, 
That, pure and bright, from nature's birth 
Through many a rolling century hath glow'd, 
Ere firſt, to warm the barren earth, 
His ſhining chariot clave th'therial road: 
Aloft your golden cenſers raiſe, | 
And, while a thouſand altars blaze, 
With ſhouts the conſcious deity proclaim | 


IL - 
Impatient for the breaking dawn, 
Ere yet, emerging from the main, 
Thy glowing axle pour d the morn, 
Our Perſians, ſpread through many a plain, 
With furious ſhouts demand the war. 
Bright on yon mountain's pine-clad height 
Beam'd the fair harbinger of day, 
And ſoon we mark'd thy radiant car, 
In glory burſting on the fight, 
Mount ſwiftly up the ſapphire way! 
Inſtant a thouſand trumpets ſound, 
A thouſand chiefs in arms appear, 
And high their glitt'ring banners bear; 
The harneſs'd ſteed reſponſive neighs, 
And, while his footſteps ſpurn the ground, 


His eye - balls burn, his noſtrils blaze ! OY 
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What ſtranger youths of noble mein, 
Le Perſians, mingle with your valiant train, 
Of aſpect dauntleſs but ſerene, | Y 
Whoſe glitt'ring helms in air ſublimely tow'r ; 
And on their ſullen brows, that breathe diſdain, 
Contempt of death and ſtern defiance low'r ! 
In their fluſh'd cheeks the mantling blood, 
That bounds impatient through each throbbing vein, 
Mounts in a richer fuller flood, 
Imprinting deep the warrior's ſcarlet ſtain ! 
To virtue and to glory dear, 
From Suſa's proud imperial tow'rs they come, 
The chief to fall on an untimely bier, 
His comrades to return with laurels home! 
By thee led on to victory, | 
And glowing with thy own eternal flame, 
Too arms with kindred rage they fly, 
And half the danger ſhare and half the fame. 


: IV. 
Hark! Glory from yon craggy height, 
Where cloth'd in glitt'ring adamant ſhe ſtands, 
Summons to war the ſons of fight; 
And, rolling round the field her eyes of flame, 
Fires with heroic rage her favour'd bands ! 
High on her creſt the burniſh'd dragons glow, 
While deeply drinking the eternal beam, 
They ſhed pernicious light, and blaſt the with'ring foe ! 
Smite, loudly ſmite, the choral ſtring, 
| Aloft the golden cenſer raiſe, 
Let heav'ns bright arch with triumph ring, 
And earth reſound with Mithra's praiſe ! 
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V. 
Save me ! what ſhrieks of wild deſpair 
Come rolling on the burthen'd air! 
The war-fiend pours his funeral yell; | 
While ſcarce the trumpet's pow'rful breath, 
Scarce the loud clarions ampler ſwell, 
Drowns the tumultuous groans of death ! 
Th'Afyrians fly; in heaps around 
Their braveſt vet'rans ſtrew the ground! 
Shall wanton vengeance ſtain the brave, 
Or rancour burn beyond the grave ? 
Perſians, th'enſanguin'd fight give o'er, 
And ſheathe your ſabres ſteep'd in gore. 
Though juſtice wide her falchion wave, 
From inſult {till the brave forbear ; 
With palms array'd, with conqueſt crown'd, 
The brighteſt glory's till to ſpare ! — 
Swell loud and deep the choral ſong, 
To Mithra's praiſe the notes prolong, 
Ye ſacred guardians of th'eternal flame, 
That, pure and bright, from nature's birth 
Through rolling centuries hath ceaſeleſs glow'd, 
Ere firſt, to warm the barren earth, 
His ſhining chariot clave th'ztherial road: 
Aloft your golden cenſers raiſe, 
And, while a thouſand altars blaze, 
With ſhouts the conſcious deity proclaim ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
The field of battle. 


PANTHEA is diſcovered fitting by the dead body of ABRA- 
DATES, attended by ARDEMIIA and attendants. At the 
entrance of GADATES ſhe flarts up diſtracted. 


Enter GADATES with guards, 


PANTHEA. | 
Murd'rers, avaunt ! your ſpears {till reek with blood, 
With royal blood, — the blood of Abradates | — 

Vile Memphian dog, *twas thou whoſe ſavage arm 
Cruſh'd my lov'd lord; fatiate thy great revenge, 
And plunge thy faulchion here / *T'was I that urg'd 
The Perſians on to blaſt thy ſpreading triumphs z 

Tis I am Egypt's foe, and let her gods 

Show'r all their plagues on this devoted head ! — 

Dear mangled youth, look up ! — th'ZEgyptians fly1— 
Thy wife invokes thee ! — Oh! diftraQting thought; 
Panthea calls, and Abradates hears not ! y 


ARDEMIA. 
Madam, be calm, and let returning reaſon 
Reſume her wonted empire o'er thy mind. 


PANTHEA, 
And what art thou, idle declaimer ! thou 
That talk*ſt of reaſon to a mind, like mine, 


Raging with grief and frantic with deſpair ! | 


Trumpets flouriſh : enter CYRUS. 


Hark ! *twas the note of death ! — He comes, he comes ! 
The king of terrors ! circling round his brow 


Black plumes and baleful cypreſs dreadful wave! | 
| | CYRUS, 
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CYRUS 
Indeed ! and do ſuch terrors arm my brow 25 


; PANTHEA. 
Whom dol ſee? The prince of Perſia here! 
What brings my lord to ſo forlorn a wretch ? 


— 


With heart felt anguiſh, equall'd but by thine, 
I own myſelf the cauſe of all your grief. 


PANTHEA, 
Yes, prince, thou art the cauſe, the guiltleſs cauſe ! 
Wretch that I was, to merit thy eſteem 
I ſaw well-pleas'd his brandiſh'd ſabre bar'd, 
And urg'd his fate! — Ah! little did I deem 


How ill this vaunting heart would brook his loſs ! 


v CYRUS, 
The brave but ſleep upon the bed of glory! 
Deck'd with unfading youth, they may not die; 
But in bleſt regions with the gods reſide, 
And from the fountains of eternal day 


Drink immortality. 
PANTHEA. 


And does he live! 
Ah! cruel fate, he lives; but not for me 
Some brighter fair in thoſe celeſtial regions 
Of pureſt light his rapt attention charms, 
It cannot be; — e'en *midft the bow'rs of bliſs 


He pines in ſecret for my ſocial ſhade, 


And heav'n itſelf is miſery without me! — 
Daughters of light, prepare celeſtial garlands 
I come to ſhare once more his bridal arms, 


And ſhine the faireſt of your blooming train ! 4 
CYRUS. 
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| CYRUS, 
Is this the noble firmneſs you profeſs'd 


When late you deck'd him with thoſe ſhining robes, 
And bade his death be glorious as his life ? 


PANTHEA, 
I ſtand abaſh'd ; by vaſt o erwhelming ſorrow 
Driv'n to theſe wild exceſſes 


CYRUS. 
Oh! be rul'd; 
And let thy ſlaves conduct thee to thy tent, | 
Where fleep's ſoft balm may heal the wounds of grief: 
Or, if tumultuous ſorrow baniſh ſlumber, 
Muſic ſhall lend her aid, and all the ſtrings 
Of melody awake to ſoothe thy woe. 


PANTHEA. 
Alas! thou know'ſt not what it is to feel 
Anguiſh like mine : — think that thine eyes beheld 
In that fad ſpot the partner of thy bed 
Cover'd with wounds and gore, if thou can'ſt bear 
The rending thought! — Oh! think, and pity me! 


| CYRUS, 
Heav'n knows I pity thee ! - I ſhare thy pangs : 
And, if *twould aught alleviate thy diſtreſs, 

Would echo ſigh for ſigh, and with thy tears 
Mingle my own: but what can theſe avail | 

When fate hath launch'd th'inevitable ſhaft! 

Yet not unhonour'd ſhall the warrior eſt ; 
Recording monuments ſhall ſpeak his worth 

To late poſterity, and o'er his grave 

A temple tow'r, whoſe ſoaring pinnacle 

Shall pierce the clouds: chariots and prancing ſteeds 
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In mournful pomp attend the gloomy bier, 


And earth grow wet with victims to his manes. 


| PANTHEA, | 
My honour'd lord, I aſk but one poor boon. 


CYRUS, 
Oh! name it to th' extent of half my empire 


PANTHEA. 
I aſk not empire : — ſcepters, diadems, 
To me are empty toys! —I only aſk, 
That, when deſpair hath cruſh'd this wretched head, 
Our bones may moulder in one common grave ! 


' CYRUS. 
Talk not of death ! Full many a circling year 
Shall waft thee pleaſure on its downy wings, 
And half eraſe thy grief. | 
| PANT HEA. 

Oh! never, never, 
This widow's fable will I lay aſide; 
Nor ſhall my dim eye pour one ſparkling beam 


Till I am his again! 
CYRUS, 

Yet, yet, be rul'd, 
And to thy tent from this dread ſcene retire, — 
Ardemia, for a moment leave her not : 
And bear with ſpeed the body from her ſight, — 
Panthea, to thy mournful comrade's care 
I leave thee for a time; but will return, 
And hope to find thee reconcil'd to life. 


[Excunt CyRUs, GADATES. 


Attendants 
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Attendants offer 1 remove a. 15. wh 


PANTHEA. | 
Off, ruſlars; off ! ye ſhall not tear him from me! + 
Ye mangled relics of thatbeſt of men! 
Oh ! huſband, brother, or what dearer namnes, 
If any dearer are, may better ſpeak hero 
The boundleſs love my foul hath ever borne thee, 
Take, take, this laſt embrace | ! —Oh! could its warmth 
Pour life and vigour through thy bleeding frame ! 


| ARDEMIA.” [ To the attendants.] 
Retire awhile; we muſt not yet attempt it, 
Left frantic ſorrow ſome raſh act commit! 


- <4 - _ 


And ye, the ſad companions of her woes, [To the fav 


Leave us together for a few ſhort moments; 
Haply my nn pray'rs may yet prevail, — 


[ Exeunt flaves, e | 


Oh! madam, for the honour of our ſex _ 
Reſtrain theſe tranſports of impetuous grief : 
The eyes of all the camp are fix'd upon A 
And mark thy furious ſallies. 


PAN THEA. 
Let them mark ; — 

I am no more a tenant of this earth; 
The gates of immorgality expand, 
And I ſtand trembling on the verge of life! — 
Oh! Abradates, from the realms of day 
Survey thy widow'd princeſs in the duſt ; 
One ſmile of thine will chear the dreary paſſage, 
And kindle rapture in the glooms of death! — 
What art thou, Death? Strange undecipher'd thing, 
Save what thou'rt pictur'd by the fears of guilt, 
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| Object of dread, and not, as virtue finds thee, 


The laſt dear ſhelter from the ſtorms of life! 
Come then ; — thy ſable ſhafts are wing'd they ſay, 
pu wings ſhall waft me ſwifter to my love 

[She draws a dagger from her robe. 


ARDEMIA, 
Ah! hold thy hand! — 
PANTHEA. 
What wouldſt thou ? 


| ARDEMIA, 
Oh! forbear: 


Give me that deathful inſtrument, and live ! 


Tet PANTHEA. 

Live q Canft thou wiſh thy friend fo hard a Jot ? 

What pow'rful arguments for hated life 

Haſt thou to urge ? | 
0 ARDEMIA. | 

Forbear, forbear, to ruſh 

With impious raſhneſs on a world unknown! 

Revere the awful mandate of the gods : 

Thoſe mandates, graven on the heart, forbid 

With bold preſumption to relinquiſh life, 

And plunge the dagger in that perfect form 

Which they have deck'd with being and with beauty, 


PANTHEA. 
Thoſe gods invite me ! — from their ſtarry ſpheres 
Myriads of glitt'ring forms with voices ſweet 
Chide my delay; amidſt the ſhining train, 
In ſunny veſtments clad and deck'd with palms, 
Stands my lov'd lord, and beckons me away. 


I come, I come ! — not all the pow'rs of carth | 
Shall 
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Shall hold me longer ! — Thus, — and thus, — I dare 


Obey the ſummons!....._ 
[ She JIG herſelf, and fall on the body of Abradates, 


Abi 
oo deed of horror 
What dæmon urg'd to this ! 


Enter the ſlaves. 


Approach, ye ſorrowing band! The pangs of death 
Seize on your queen: — on her pale quiy'ring lips 
Her gentle ſpirit pauſes ere it wings 

Its everlaſting flight, and leaves the world 

Diveſted of its nobleſt ornament ! — - | 


Enter CYRUS, ARTABAZUS, ARASPES, "GADAs 
TES, Oc. 


CYRUS. . .. 

Heart-piercing ſight ! ! O Death, thy tyrant arm 
In that fair ruin boaſts a nobler triumph 
Than all the field of battle could ſupply, 
When falling nations ſwell'd thy ſable pomp ! 
Such tow'ring virtue, with ſuch dazzling beauty, 
Ne'er pour'd their blended beams from any throne | 

ARDEMIA, 
Cyrus, the frantic deed her hand hath dar'd 
By ev'ty human means I ftrove to check: 
Nor arguments, nor ſtreaming tears, avail'd 
To ſhake the horrid purpoſe of her ſoul. 


Contending paſſions, ſtruggling in her breaſt, 
In their ſtrong whirl bore down enfeebled reaſon, 
And ſunk her to the grave | 
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Object of dread, and not, as virtue finds thee, 

The laſt dear ſhelter from the ſtorms of life! 

Come then; — thy ſable ſhafts are wing' d they ſay, 

Thoſe wings ſhall waft me ſwifter to my love! 
[She draws à dagger from her robe. 


ARDENIA, 
Ah! hold thy hand ! — 
| PANTHEA. 
What wouldſt thou ? 


 ARDEMIA, 
Oh! forbear: 
Give me that deathful inſtrument, and live! 


| PANTHEA, 
Live ! Canſt thou wiſh thy friend fo hard a lot? 


What pow'rful arguments for hated life 


Haſt thou to urge ? | 
| | ARDEMIA. , 

Forbear, forbear, to ruſh 
With impious raſhneſs on a world unknown! 
Revere the awful mandate of the gods : 
Thoſe mandates, graven on the heart, forbid 
With bold preſumption to relinquiſh life, 
And plunge the dagger in that perfect form 


Which they have deck'd with being and with beauty, 


PANTHEA. ' 
Thoſe gods invite me | — from their ſtarry ſpheres 
Myriads of glitt'ring forms with voices ſweet 

Chide my delay; amidft the ſhining train, 

In ſunny veſtments clad and deck'd with palms, 
Stands my lov'd lord, and beckons me away. 


I come, I come ! — not all the pow'rs of carth 
Shall 
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Shall hold me longer! — Thus, — and thus, — I dare 
Obey the ſummons ! v2 000 
[She * herſelf, and Falk on on the body of Abradates, 


ARDEMIA; 


ae deed of bade ! 
What dæmon urg'd to this ! 


Enter the ſlaves, 


Approach, ye ſorrowing band! The pangs of death 
Seize on your queen: — on her pale quiy'ring lips 
Her gentle ſpirit pauſes ere it wings 

Its everlaſting flight, and leaves the world 

Diveſted of its nobleſt ornament ! - 55 


Enter CYRUS, ART ABAZ US, ARAS PES, GADAa 
TES, &c, 


CYRUS. 

Heart-piercing ſight ! ! O Death, thy tyrant arm 
In that fair ruin boaſts a nobler triumph 
Than all the field of battle could ſupply, 
When falling nations ſwell'd thy fable pomp ! 
Such tow'ring virtue, with ſuch dazzling beauty, 
Ne'er pour'd their blended beams from any throne } 

ARDEMIA. 
Cyrus, the frantic deed her hand hath dar'd 
By ev'ty human means I ftrove to check: 
Nor arguments, nor ſtreaming tears, avail'd 
To ſhake the horrid purpoſe of her ſoul. 
Contending paſſions, ſtruggling in her breaſt, 


In their ſtrong whirl bore down enfeebled reaſon, 
And ſunk her to the grave! | 
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PANTHEA, &c. 
cu Rus. 
One common tomb 
Of laſting marble ſhall embrace them both, 
While tablets of recording braſs ſhall blazon 
The ſtory of their loves and hapleſs doom. — 


To thee, her friend, ſo faithſul in her woes, [To Ardemia. . 


And thee, Araſpes, whoſe victorious ſword 


Snatch'd from the verge of fate his trembling life, 

I here decree the vacant throne of Suſa, 

And pledge my own to ſeat you firmly there. 
Their bright example make your guide, and ſoar 
To the proud heights their virtue tow'r'd before : 


Their raptures may you ſhare, but *ſcape their woes; 


As bleſt through life, but happier in its cloſe, 
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ERENE, as yonder beam that gilds the weſt, 
The wiſe and virtuous to the grave deſcend ; 
And, like yon ſky in ev*ning ſplendours dreſt, 
Gradual they fade, and glory marks their end! 


Thus, full of days, with honours crown'd and fame, 
Northumberland at length retires from earth 

To reap the bright rewards his virtues claim, 
And leaves the world to venerate his worth. 


Oh! ſoftly as the ſilver waves, that wind | 
Through S1oN's beauteous meads, the tidings ſound ; — 

Superior to the ſtroke, he bow'd, reſign'd; 
But agonizing® Britain felt the wound! 


For, boundleſs as the wealth by heav'n beſtow'd, 
His ſoul expanſive rang'd, his bounty ſpread, 
| Where'er the tear of genuine ſorrow flow'd, 


Or pining genius droop'd its languid head. 
H4 be Patron 


* The extenſive public, as well as private, charities of his Grace make 
his death a public loſs to his country, 
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Patron of arts ! through many a diſtant land 


Where yon embattled roofs their ſolemn ſhade 


The nobleſt proofs of human {kill he ſought ; _ 
Whate'er in ſculpture own'd a maſter's hand, 


Or beam'd the. fire of Raphael's glowing thoughts 


Majeſtic Thames, bear witneſs'to my ſong ! 
Where'er in ſilent pomp thy waters glide : 
For, to thy banks he lur'd the laurell'd throng, 

And led the willing Muſes to thy tide. 


Far o'er the wide ſubjacent valley throw, 
His hand thy banks in lovelieſt bloom array'd, 
And taught each proud exotic“ plant to blow. 


As, charm'd, amidft thoſe lovely bow'rs we ſtray'd, 


Arabia's ſpicy gales our ſenſes chear'd; 
Nor aſk'd we more for Eden's fragrant ſhade, 
Since S10N's vale that Paradiſe appear'd. 


Thou ſpacious dome, proud Somerſet's delight; 
Majeſtic emblem of his princely mind! 

Ye ſtory'd walls, with trophy'd ſplendours bright; 
Where Rome adorns what Attic ſkill deſign'd : — 


_ Ihe 


& His Grace, who is a great patron and judge of the ſciences, and has a 
diſtinguiſhed taſte for botany, has here aſſembled the choiceſt trees and plants 
from all quarters of the globe; ſo that their forming the moſt beautiful walks 
imaginable is but their ſubordinate merit, for they afford what may inform 
the naturaliſt and inſtruct the philoſopher. It is well known, that the firſt 
genuine tea-plant from China, that ever flowered in Europe, was exhibited, 
in the conſervatory at Sion, in 1773.” See the accurate deſcription of Sion- 
houſe and grounds in the Tour through Britain, Vol. II. p. 401, laſt edition. 
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Do ſnatch'd from the devouring rage of time, | 
And bade thoſe tow'rs, ſo ſtately, meet our eye? 

Who deck'd with choiceſt gifts from ev'ry clime z 
While India's ſilks with China's vaſes vie? 


And thou, ſtupendous pile, Northumbria's boaſt ! 
Whoſe batter*d front full many a ſiege hath ſtood, 
And oft beheld the fierce conflifting hoſt 
To battle ruſh by Alne's impurpled flood: 


Proud citadel, whoſe antient bounds contain'd 
A mighty race of-barons, ſtern and bold; 

Who with the ſway and pomp. of monarchs reign'd, 
And o'er the North Britannia's thunder roll'd ; 


In hoary grandeur to his honour frown, 
Whoſe hand your Gothic majeſty reſtor'd ; 

Repair'd your mould'ring tow'rs, with moſs o'ergrown, 
And the vaſt breach where midnight tempeſts roar d. 


But Ax x wick can afford ſtil] nobler fame, 
Sublimer efforts mark'd his patriot mind; 


He ſtrove the ſavage | bord'rer to reclaim, 
And rouz'd to induſtry the flothful hind. 


Some uſeful project ſtill his genius plann'd, 
And there that genius brighteſt was diſplay'd ; 
There mighty forefts* own'd his foſt'ring hand, 
And feather'd nations bleſs the friendly ſhade ! 


The 


* The duke expended £ 150,000 on the improvements at Alnwick. From 
his plantation- accounts it appears that he planted from twenty-five to thirty 
millions of trees, and more than once planted out 300 acres in one years 


* 


Pe rn 8 32 © 4 1 
K * _— 2 4 8 o —— 9 > = 
n * 2 * 
2 — 1 - . * 2 * n . 
—— 


—— 2 — — l — © 7 a 


—— — — A a AS. 


* 9 


—— . — 


—— 


" 
* —— — — — — — 1 


r LE Aus —— 


nr 


a. — — äĩ2ͥw— — * 


The barren wild, ſo often drench'd with blood, 

Where furious diſcord drove her thund'ring car, — 
When the fierce Scot Britannia's arm withſtood, 

And Cheviot's mountains nurs'd the brooding war, — 


No more reflects the falchion's dreadful light, | 
At eve pale-glimm'ring through the dubious gloom 
Ere Cynthia, riſing on the lengthen'd fight, 
Shed her pale beam on PERC x's lofty plume, 


To Fancy's eye the glorious ſcenes return, 

And oft ſhe wanders o'er the bload-ſtain'd heath; 
Tranſported, views the kindling battle burn, 

And Hotſpur raging through the field of death, 


Known by the ſplendours his bright creſt diſplays 
That flame refulgent o'er th'illumin'd plain, 
DovecLas from far his antient foe ſurveys, 
And ſprings impetuous o'er the heaps of ſlain. 


And now more quick their boynding pulſes beat, 


Their ardent eyes dart forth a keener flame; 
Like raging lions the ſtern champions meet, 
To whom contending nations truſt their fame. 


On either hand divide the rival bands, 
Her reeking blade enſanguin'd Slaughter. ſheathes, 


In ſilent horror Expectation ſtands, 


And Fame aloft th' immortal laurel wreathes. 


- Tremendous, 
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Tremendous, from the giant arm deſcends, 

On each bright helm, the loud redoubled ſtroke; 
The pond' rous lance the ſhatter'd target rends, 
By its own force in thouſand fragments broke. 


Fierce, and more fierce, the fiery conteſt glows, 
The rapid hours uncounted roll along, 
O'er their ſtain'd arms a ſanguine deluge flows, 
And anxious terrors chill the gazing throng. 


Pierc'd with a hundred wounds, they ſtill contend 
With feebler rage but unextinguiſh'd fires: 
Fate bids at length the ſtubborn conflict end, 
And DovGLas* at his rival's feet expires. 


Now, no ſhrill clarions rend th'affrighted air, 
Nor war-ſteeds ſhake, with thund'ring hoof, the ground; 
Where gleam'd the falchion glides the peaceful ſhare, 
And ſongs of rural mirth alone refound. 


Thoſe ſmiling fields, no more a deſart gloom, 
A gentler PeRcy for their lord proclaim ; 

A PERCY, — to whoſe praiſe they long ſhall bloom, 
Of foul as lofty, and as proud in fame ! 


What, though no triumphs of the banner'd field. 
Illum'd his tranquil paths with glory's rays : — 

Bright are the palms which truth and ſcience yield, 

And bright, O Virtue, thy unblemiſh'd bays 1 


Through 


* Alluding more particularly to the battle of Otterborne, in 1388, in 
which Henry Piercy, ſurnamed Hotſpur from his i . e us valour, ſtew Str 
William Douglas in perſunal combat. 
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Through ev' ry trait of vary'd life he ſhew'd 
True claſſic taſte and elegance of mind, 

In ev'ry work he plann'd their features glow'd 
In all magnificence with beauty join'd. 


The ſweets of anticnt as of modern lore, 
And all that ſwell'd the proud hiſtoric page, 
His active mind delighted to explore, — — 
Exalted pattern to. a thoughtleſs age ! 


Yet could not theſe his ardent foul confine, 
Through nature darted deep his wide ſurvey, 
From yon vaſt azure to the cavern'd mine, 


And realms, impervious to the eye of day: 


Though round him ſhone with full meridian blaze 
Whate'er or wealth confers or rank can boaſt, 

Though kings,* contending, ftrove his fame to raiſe, 
Ambitious who ſhould crown his merits moſt, 


Great in its ſelf, his firm unſhaken mind 
From titles ſought no vain reflected grace; 

On nobler pillars his proud fame reclin'd, — 
Sound ſterling worth its adamantine baſe ! 


To Brunſwick dear, his ſov'reign he rever'd ; 


Though us'd to courts, diſdain'd the courtier's chain 5 


To rooted principle through life adher'd, 
And rancour rag'd and envy howl'd in vain. 


Severely 


* He was created an earl by the late king, and a duke by the preſents. 


| Severely juft, inflexible to fraud, 


But, lod incumbent o'er the darken'd dale, 


— 


With honour {ill he fill'd his lofty ſphere 
The venal magiſtrate his virtues aw'd, 
And courtiers learn'd from him to be ſincere, 


The deepning ſhades of night advancing roll; 


Funereal torches fright the peaceful vale, 


And leave a boding horror on my ſoul, 


Be mine to mingle with the ſorrowing train, 
That follow to the grave his honour'd bier, 

To join the ſolemn dirge's mournful ftrain, 
And o'er his aſhes ſhed the duteous tear. 


Thou awful fabric ! where the mighty dead 
In ſhrouded majeſty the head repole, 

Again“ my ſteps thy hallow'd cloiſters tread, 
Again the plaintive muſe renews her woes! 


No ſtranger to thy venerable gloom, 
| She ſeeks the grave where noble Percy lies; 


With cypreſs garlands proud to deck his tomb, 


And mingle with the juſt her grateful ſighs. 


Shall he, whoſe plaudits fann'd her early flame, 
And bade the ſpark of young ambition glow, 
Sleep undiſtinguiſh'd on the roll of fame, 
Or want th' immortal wreath the nine beſtow ? 
Such 


* Alluding to the clegiac poem of © Weſtminſter - Abbey lately publiſhed, 
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Such tow'ring worth, extinguiſh'd in the grave, 
Long ſhall the gen'rous and the good bemoan ; 

And oft, where winds his Thames” tranſlucent wave, 
Shall Science weep her nobleſt patron gone 


But who ſhall ſpeak the friendleſs orphan's ſighs, 
Or count the tears a thouſand widows pour ? 

The hand, that fed them, cold and nerveleſs lies, 
The heart, that throbb'd with pity, throbs no more 


Oh! ceaſe to wail, ye children of deſpair 
Another PERcy haſtens to your aid; 

His dauntleſs brows the warlike laurel bear, 
Mix'd with the gentler olive's peaceful ſhade; 


”, 


Vith all the virtues of his noble fire, 
His martial anceſtors their ſpirit blend ; 
And, while his boſom flames with rival fire, 
Exulting Science hails him for her friend, 


Poſterity ſhall prove my faithful ſtrain, 

And hence may favour'd Britain never ceaſe 
To find new PERCYs on th'embattled plain, 

In wer her bulwark, and her boaſt in peace ! 


THE EN D. 


